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DEDICATION. 


VO F.D'iV'ARD i.\ TTON JiULWER, 

Slit: Could li sinjj^’lc pou comuiniratc the I'lievgies of 
iill wliorii your l^iil in favour of Dramatic Authors has 
served, it would rather evince Uie wish, than the power^ 
of adc(iualely achnowdedi^ino' our <>bli»j:ations. Tin; 
humble attiMii])! of an individual will, of couseqiicnee, 
be still loss able to express more than reirnt at the 
absence of talent to di-pinj’ the ardency oi h>s fciehniYS, 
with a request itrat his powerless ?r///, suuif^ in forma 
pauperis, may l)C kindly accepted for the deed. 

I’hc advantages you have conferred are so multi- 
fariously pi'ospective, tliat not only literary pi ogeny, 
but material “children yet nnborn/" will bo affected by 
results cotisccratiiig the memory of their author. 

Had such a law been enacted thirty years back, the 
writer of this wvaild, in liis decline, liave possessed a 
very cousid 01 able income; and will, even now, be able to 
divide, cum grano s^is, the }>rocecds of that patronage 
whicli still honours his pastlahours, with those gcntlerneu- 
manageis, prompters, and copyists, whose assumed 
prerogatives, ] jo rcpii sites, and pilfcrlugs, f)y private sale 
and resale of his niaunscripts, have, for years, mono- 
idolized all sucli profits exclusively for themselves. 
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DEDICATION. 


I have not, sir, therefore, merely to tluink yon fur 
advantages to be ex])crienced to-day or lo-niorrow ; but 
may hope that, instead of sighing over imaginary 
success on the repetition of former vtij ])laybill on 
the breakfast-table, by the operation of ifour Bill in tlie. 
House, will nowand then bring a breakfast it; uikIj 
in handing it to my family, I shall triiimphanliy exclaim, 
I have got a Bilwer tkh wo ruing F' for sncli v\ill be 
the future synonyme for bimper benrflfs, and all con- 
sequent bonuses from the same kind source. 

But this, sir> is ludere cum saais: and 1 liave alvoady 
said more than sufficient to depict my inabllily to 
display as I ought my ardent appreciation oi' a ooon 
ACT, whiidi in your bosom will repa) iis<dl ; uiul fa 
wliicb, sir, I have the honour to be, in (‘ommoi: vnth 
many others, 

Your truly obliged and devoted servant, 

T1I0A1A>S DIBDII^. 


Auqusf 1, 1S3,>, 
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1 A WORD IN SEASON. 

I'* 'll yt'ars tbrccscort', .'mcl smncwhat unnc, 

J\f set n the Sprin<, , 

'I'hr swiiliow hv; enoh, 

And l)U(l and IdosMim's sniihiyj; hwlli. 

And lieanl tiu: shit: 

And haiiK ant! bird* anayM, I we^.l^. 

In e;iiyest sail uf kivt;iie.>i okt] n ' 

For years ihreest'oit', anti latlier more, 

Fve soon tht* l)liishini;' rose. 

Scented the liawthorn and the beau. 

And every da/zbn<^’ beauty Si en 
AVith which proud Summlii p;io>vs ; 

And g'ore^eons flowers, from eve.ry bed, 

Deck nature in her boldest uld. 

For years tlireescore, and somethin'^ moi> , 

IVc seen tlio ri[»ciFd corn. 

And beard the t;ieiiner’s rustic song. 

The sportsman's shout, the mintage tliroug-, 

And all that to those joys belong 
Which are of AuTUMif bora ; 

When sheaves, and leaves, the YeLi,r»w year 
Adorn with nature's erolden gear.* 

• The ftccjtltiutfilly ledundnnt lino in liiu* stanza mn?!t ht* attrilmtcfl lo 
the proUfir ciianicter of the seu'^on it attempts to celebrate 


it 


For years thivo^coiv, and haply infin*. 

I’ve* so(.*u ihe little wreu, 

And robin, seek from maiden lianri 
The w(deom(‘ food, while through the hue) 
Stalked WiNTta from his den ^ 

Boughs beam with frost-form’d diamonds bnehi 
And nature drest in snowy wiiitf. 

Ami what of Bus? If fading age 

Bead in eacli falling leaf a 

Let sarig’uine youtlg while yet t])ert‘’s lone. 

Make profit fruin the woll-rneanl ihyme, 

Ibrds, bud^, and fruit, and flowers, to m< 

Have s]Ki\'-n each sweet variety. 

While I've seen, alas* at besU 
Not array’d in nature’s \e.si, 
lull ai <'hiiiTi(Jeon colours ilrest. 

To ho(.>e, ill blooming SemisO of yoar^, 
Friciidshiji in ehanii<*h rs tint appears, 
iae manbf»od*s SoAno r leueli hs noon, 
fViemlship niay faOi ; and «h(ejld, loo -^'-o ^ 
Autoai^jal fortunf’, false amt t]ek]^ , 

Flit m her oft unspaiimjL Mckk*, 

Tiieo hopes atid friemiships, < *00 ao ileai ' 
VV'bJ “fall into tlie yellow >ear ; 

Ami j 10 vert y, intrnd iijg; lasr, 

Bite keener than the Wivtuv blast : 

Times then get slipptiry. lee-lxmnd all , 

K’en tears are fro^teii ere they lab ! 

VV'hat colour now does ma\ assume ^ 

Hypocrisy nor time nor room 

Hus now for (lattery's hue or breath, 

Man wears the livery of Di atii ! 

l.ct, then, in youni's incipient morn, 

Bkn nvoLEN\;K with SeiiiNi;. be born ; 

As manhood hastens on the dream, 

Ri 1 Hi ION he <>ur Sommlh beam, 


‘ rhx‘ jellyw prf'M’ul'-' the wist* ' 



'«/ friPtful »n 

Iciv n}> joys i'ov that sure day, 

\V },i j» W j ’i?Y rlouds liko visions tlV; 
-umI Mjnsli’nio j^ilds Bternity ^ 


• 2 . VAI.EnrCTOUIE^^ 

Sprs ft J'ortf^na, both yaletc / 

CVwu dekio jadr>, let who wdl court 'em '/ 

V )<‘ave ino, deaf to ail entreaty, 
jae i <‘501 say “ hivetd porhvm." 

Tf: \ Nsi, : — IIocf and FouruNi'/s 

(Si f Hi >Mr., i ye neVr, alas 1 were mine, 
f K,‘( li llu'ont 4 {i yout cmipty hr»tiUs, 

!bi( sii 'cr cfoild say “ Vi'c fou7nl ihv 'irLur.*' 

Ok 'j \\k ^ : — Crood-i»ainro<l once I thonghl y(% 

And \i \ my welcome has b(‘cn poor, 

1 oi, in yonr mansions, wiicn 1 sought ye, 

Voii sliowVI me (whutO* Vre ioiind') fhc door!’' 


Moiiiiat ( roosr., if she can, will take leave like j swan. 

“ Fading in song,” and dying; 

Her Inngli, onccsoruile, nc»\v a little, subdued : 

Vet any thing rather tlian crying. 

1 

How d’vk T) 0 , and Good-byk ♦ are beginning and cfkJ, 
Onictpi and fUpha of life, 

Paienfiietieid landmarks, whose limits extend 
To all tlie relations of life. 

To parents, love, ofikpring, and friends (one or Lwt; 

C)f the laltei' to hud von may try,) 

One half our lime’s ])ast asking “ Ilow do yon do 
And the other in bidding Good-bye 
Fiom which, in the shape of a moral, I mean 
To infer, we our minds should a])ply, 

'To i)e cautious tlirough life of all convmse brhrcoi 
Ea(U'v “ Ho^vdiv 'vnu do-^'* and “(h.)od-bve !” 

i >/2 
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5. LOCAL 

Ye Thespian Majors and Minors, to yon 
Who iny Muse in her infancy petted. 

Farewell, oh farewell ! and a long, long adieu 
To good times, now too often regretted ? 

First, memory tells of S.i oleums Wkt.es, 

My scene of incipicM>t glory. 

Where my Harlecjuins gay first caperM away, 

And, without a wordy told all my story. 

To Manchester y Maidstone^ and Tunbridge^ where se<‘d* 
Of good fiu'txine w^cre sown, and all know if, 

When Cumeeueand, DawTO?r, and liberal Lrnns, 
Conspired to suppose me a poet. 

Adieu ! and, dear old Coven t GAni>K>j, to thee 
Farewell ! IVe no time <o liold parley 
With feelings, while IIathus in fancy 1 sex*, 

And good-hearted, talented Fauley. 

New Duuiiy, good-bye, in my memory green 
Are many of w hom death bereft us, 

Since here 1 v;as first Loudon Promptei to Kkatn’, 

Wb o, like my g'ood fortune, ha^ left us. 

Yet, two w^ords ! my readers 1 hope '■vou't l>e vexi 
If a inoineat I grow rather prosy, 

And conjure up Dowton — in what ? in “ What N<'\i 
And M UN DEN still living in “ Y)ozb\/^ 

Haymakket, farewell! not the New hut the Old, 

Wliere urbanity happier made me 
Than Fingeu-Posts pointing to fairly earned gold. 
Which Guiety' or Not well repaid me. 

To thy English Opek^a, kind Arnoed, adieu ! 

Where Harlequin Hoax was well treated. 

May your dome, phoenix -like, all its best days renew. 

"Till you ’re tiled of ditto repeated ! 

My next reminiscence is burthened and pain’d 
With scenes not forgot in a hurry, 

Where Giovanni and Scott couldn’t save all l‘d gain'd, 
And was fated to lose at tVic Surrey. 
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Adieu, old Phil. Astley, to enterprise prone, 

Who ventured to purchase iny pieces, 

Vnd, vvlmt was more hazardous, called *ern his own, 

Whu'li eutieal wonder increases. 

Vdh u to his son, who enlisted the Muse 
In a seivico that didn’t disgrace her; 
lliul he twenty successors, tliey’d hardly refule 
Ainuher smart “ High-Mettled Racer.” 

LKN*s — ConuHG — Olympic, my pen says adieu ! 

To my profit you little employ’d it; 

" The (’oiniT or Queen’s Bench” gave a verdict, 'tis triu 
In my favour, but others enjoyed it. 

Adit'u to anxieties, public appeals, 

L.onps, trajis, tricks, and changes surprising, 

And nervous sensations a Manager feels 

h!vt 1 Y night, when he finds his Lights rishnj* 

Adieu to (yood-byc ! Pll no more say Fartnvell ! 

Ibit iiiiike a stage bow while retreating, 

With faiieied applause, while 1 modestly tell, 

''This attempt — we sha’n’t think of repeating.’' 


U SONG. 

MV ANCHOR AND COMPASS. 

< > life IS an ocean, where tempests from fai 
Endanger our peace anil repose ; 

And care fires his broadsides, to keep up the war 
Willi the passions, our natural foes. 

Wliat tack sh.ill we try tdien^ for safety where run 
How fly from the bieakers of fate ? 

What harbour from sorrow? I know but of one— 
My miehor and compavss is Kate. 

False fiiendship oft changes a calm to a storm ; 

Love’s frowns may give biilh to a s<(utdl; 
Dissension the sweet calm of peace may deform; 
Tf> be [Kvnr, is w'orsc weather than all ! 
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Then how to find shelter ^ what course shall wt steer ' 
Good sense be my master and mate, 

True love be my pilot ; then what netid 1 fear. 

While my anchor and compass is Katil, 

Of your purse-strings the doctor may haul in a leel 
Tlie lawyer steer close to the mark, 

But, for all their fine tricks, *tis my honest bcUci, 

One’s a grampus, the other a shark. 

Then keep your helm steady, boys, thus, and go cU u 
A-midways, though danger be great ; 

N’eithcr rocks, shoals, nor quicksands, nor breezes, 111 U 
While my anchor and compass is Kati:. 

Should prospt^rity fill ye ^n o’crswelling sail, 

Haul down a top-gallcint or two ; 

Should udvfirsity blow, and you’d weatlier the gale. 

Work at industry’s pumps till all’s blue : 

Should your crew be increased by da<l Hymen, what then 
Let such blessings come early or late, 

To me all are welcome, iho’ eight, nine, or ten, 

While my anchor and compass is Katj;. 


7. INTERESTING TO BONS VIVANTS 

Says Fred. “ if one day I exceed. 

The next, I'm very ill indeed f 
Thus, taking too much wine on Sunday, 
1 find “ Sic transit gloria’* Monday. 


h. ALFRKP ANP JESSY 
Went Covntrtf LfjffiiUfh 

ik'iiiC by the chill nurth-cust'rii breeze, 
111 cirriiug cd lies ride 
'fhe yellow leaves from luilf-stripp'd tiecs. 
For it is auUmm-thl*. 



riu siui, led as red may he. 

And lai'e’je, throu«;h fog, retire:^; 

Slow *^T{ikiiig in the distant sea 
He^ ede his fading- fires. 

^lid distant echo mocks the horn 
Of idle last coach on the road ; 

And the last foot-traveller, forlorn, / 
See ks safety and abode. 

And yew-trees, yielding to the blast. 

In forms that seem to change. 

O'er the lone dreary churchyard cEist 
seinhlancc wild and strange ! 

And voices, innrm'ring in the wood 
I'hat skirts the shadowy way, 

Sf'.cm iHidements of no jmrposM good 
Jn the closing twilight gray. 

And yet it saves at least a mile, 

A mile, or may be tw^o. 

To those who dare, o’er yon old stile. 
That thicket venture through. 

Beyond the entrance, through the copse, 
Where the sighing wind complains. 

A felon form to fragments drops 
From hoarsely -creaking chains. 

With timid caution glancing round, 

As through the gloom you glide, 

A white jiost marks a iiairow mound, 

The grave of a suicide I 
Those startling signs of crime and death 
Pass’d with unconscious haste. 

And half-drawu, huif-sii.spemled breath 
You gain a houseless waste. 

An antujue chapel there is seen, 

Whose pinnacle, embrown’d 
With ivy, peeps those tufts between. 

By which yon iiil) is crown'd. 

And there, in contrast with the shade. 

An alabastci uui 
Kecords the virtues of a maid 

In woids and thongdits th;\t hnrn 
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And when the wanderer gains at kis^ 

His inn, should he relate 
The thrilling horrors he has pass’d,, 

And ask the felon’s fate ; 

And kis^ the wretched suicide ; 

And why the marble cold 
Encloses her who blameless died ^ 

Their tale may thus be told ; 

Within the limits of that wood. 

Deserted now and wild. 

An unpretending cottage stood, 

On W'hich each trav’ller smiled. 

There’s scarce a plant or fiow’ret grows 
JW nature or by ,care. 

From wild clematis to the rose. 

But once was cultured there. 

It was a sweet sequester’d nook ; 

And round tlse garden gay, 

’Twixt violet banks, a little brook 
In sparkling sport would play. 

And thyme, and scented briar green, 
Hawthorn and lily fair, 

And distant blossom from tee bean 
Commingled with the air. 

And what sweet bird ot wildest nolo, 

Or soft, or lontl, or clear. 

E'er sang witlr more melodious throat 
Than those w hich waiblctl there V 
I'hcre Jnssv liv’d : all fancy, love, 

And goodness <’ould impart. 

Beam’d thiougli each beauty, iorin tl to piove 
A transcrqiL oi the heart. 

It is a doctrine rather old, 

Perchance it may be true, 

I’hut nature ne’er creates one mould 
But wiiat’s design’d for two. 

lb tlmt Lyjjoliiesis or truth. 

As far as mind ami mien 
In nian ^ ould match witli Jnssv’s youth, 

So iintch’d ALFKhD seen. 
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'\irI it a counterpart appear 
Where all of good has birth, 

A foil is also found, wc fear, 

To evTy gem on earth! 

tl vNs IT ELMAN chanc'd the maid to view,. 

And fancied he could love ; 

And so he did, as kindly too y 

As hawks alfect the dove. 

Young Alfred woo’d, and would have wed 
Hans curs'd his rival’s fate. 

And swore to prove on Alfred's head 
How deadly Hans could hate. 

A daisied spot was known full well 
To inuiiy a rustic then, 

Twas whilom call'd “the Lover's Dell," 
Ihii now the “ Murderer’s Glen," 

llie setting sun saw Jessy leave 
Her cottage home to meet 
Her Alfred, on their bridal eve, 

In (hat beiov’d retreat ; 

And he, c»nce more to pledge his troth. 

So punctual to the hour 
Arrived, that in one instant both 
Were at the “Irysting bower." 

rhe sun, as 1 have said, declin’d. 

And all was cairn and still. 

Save aspens, flick’ring to the wind. 

Which now grew cold and clnll. 

<>’er .}ess\, Aj.fred threw his cloak. 

To ward the ev’ning blast, 

As Jessy, shuddering, softly spoke 
Of footsteps that had pass’d. 

At her request the youth essay’d 
To learn who might be near. 

And. for an instant, left the maid 
A prey to nameless fear. 

Alart! what will not passion dare? 

(VVitli i‘nvy’s heait and head;) 

11 Satandike, had seen the pan 
A second Eden tread. 
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Stnn^ th^it sho scorn d to be liib wilr 
lx»ve lirVl liini Icsis than priclr 
To sarrific’c a rival’s life. 

In Iiupes to gain the bride. 

I Ians, blinded, only saw the cloak; 

True to his aim, tin; ball 
Pierc’d Jkssy : Hans deem’d through the 
He saw her Alfiiei> fall. 

The dread report, the fearful shriek, 
Awoke the silent dell, 

While Alt RED, past all pow’r to speak, 
Beside his Jessy fell. 

The Tnurd'rer learn.’ d his fnntless guilt, 
Yet, such his fiendlike pride. 

When justice claim’d the blood he spilt, 

In sullen calm he died. 

From hapless Alfred reason fled, 

’Tis hoped, ere ruslily he, 

number’d with the guilty dead. 
Defied the Deity ! 

No juries in that day were found 
Such deeds to deem insane, ; 

And Alfred, in unhallow’d ground. 

Was sentenced to I’eniuin. 

Inhum’d where nigh, suspended high. 

No grave Han.s Helman owns. 

But storms that rend the iviut'ry sky 
Have blaucli’il his felon bones. 

For Jessy, e'er love madden’d guilt: 

Bade Altrld seek h<*r shade; 

That tomb the dying lover built 

Where sleeps the wi ivdeu’d maid ' 


S 1 1 1 Ij ht < 
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0. SON(i. 

MAIDEN SCRUPLES REiMOVEI* 


Adown, ixlowii, adown. 

In a valley ^'ur irom town, 

W hi C 'VA's o’er blue violetfj were sportiiipc, O t 
I remember very well, 

“ ()u a day as it befel,*’ 

How a likely lad a lovely lass was courtin^^, C) ! 

lie ask’d her for his spouse, 

Swore her breath beat all his cows; 
i () frmt and flowers her lips and cheeks comparing:, O , 
And, that very nij^ht, he said, 

It she’d consent to wed, 

A rin^- he’d surely bring her for a fairing, O ’ 

She heard him speak his mind, 

And oil liei hand reclined 
llei pretty rosy cheek, to hide her blushes, O ! 

While leaning o’er a brook, 

Unconsciously she took 

W atcr-lilies from their beds among the rushes, O! 

“ As these water-lilies die, 

“ So,” said she, “ must you and I ; 

‘ And though youVe call’d me Goddess, Grace and Veuu^,0 
“ Out of books, it is but riglit, 

“ Ere yon fetch the ring to-night, 

‘ We sliould speak a little.^nest truth between us, Of 

My Patty, liear,” said he, 

“ Voii’vc heard — “ Nothing more,” said she, 
Than what you’ve said ro Mary, Kate, or Nancy, O ! 

“ Put, I speak it to iny shame, 

“You’ve got such an ugly name, 
fhai <1 d'ic> u<)t, somehow, please at all my lancy. O ■ 
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I’ve a name/’ said he, “ it’s true, 

“ For dearly lovihg you, 

" For wrestling, and single-stick, and singing, O! 

“ Aiul there isn^t, for your sake, 

“A head T wouldn’t break. 

Ora peal of bells 1 wouMn't keep a-iinging, O 

“ Such clever things as these 
“ Cannot fail a maid to please, 

• But the name you’ve got,” said slie, “ and 1 complain (A, O 
Is “ Well,” said he, “ I know, 

“ Folks call me Hottest vToe ; 

‘ And that’s a thing I’m not a little vain of, O !” 

** But, sir,” said she : — ‘‘ Ods bobs 1” 

He replied, My name is Dodbs, 

“ And, if too insignificant, FU gladly, O ! 

“ With this nonsense to have done, 

And oblige you, add a son, 

And surely Mrs. Dobson won’t sound badly, O’ ’ 

Although 1 thought it strange, 

She consented to exchange 
Her own name, on that fair proposed couuition, O ’ 

They got wed, and daily thrive, 

To that son succeeded 
And six or seven daughters in addition, O ! 


in FREE TRANSEATION. 

Bob bought three biiuutifui chandeliers, 

And, forgettini?; to jiay, (for at tunes he was flighty,) 
While law set the seller and Bob by the ears, 
lie hung ’em all xiyi, pendeni^iite. 
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n. SONG. 

Written for (in. intended I^yneal Edition of Fabif's, 

.lilsop, we’re told, had a hump behind, 

Was crooked, club-footed, and lame of a "knee ; 
t, uj^ly in form, he was faultless in mind, 

/Vn<l his morals were lovely as Beauty mijyht be, 

I'^rcmi many a fable bis g’eniiis was able, 

As bees sip from flow Vets, to cull honest truth ; 

With a hey-down derry, in measures so merry. 

He taught, while he tickled, age, childhood, and youth 

llis master, for /Esop, by fortune’s despite, 

Was a slave whom a Pagan had bought with hard cash, 
lint the fabulist’s soul was as fn*e as tlie light. 

And the lord of the slave oft came under his lash 
His master, I say, to the planets would pray, 

Neglecting their Maker, ’till yEsop, forsooth. 

In measure so merry, with hey-down deny, 

Thus taught, while he tickled, his patron, with truth. 

The Pagan impatient, by appetite press’d, 

Onej night call’d for food, jEsop only brought lights 
Then gravely knelt down, and the candles address’d 
In accents of praise, while his master he slights : 

Who, raving witli fury, without judge or jury, 

Had sentenced poor TEsop ; but quickly the truth 
Prevailed, and thus merry, with liey-down derry, 

The sage taught, and tickled, age, childhood, and youth. 

To quadrupeds, fishes, and birds, he gave tongue. 

Trees, bowing politely, presented a leaf* 

Of instruction, while tables and teakettles sung. 

And laughed, or lamented their joy or tlieir grief. 

Thus from many a fable, his genius was able. 

As bees sip from flow’rets, to cull honest truth ; 

With a hey-down derry, in measures so merry, 

He taught, while he tickled, age, childhood, and youth. 


See quotation in p. 3 
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12, A SEMSIBLE REFLECTION; OR, i>El l)Nl> 
THOUGHTS ARE BES'l*. 

If o’er I saw a ^lade, whore nature’s charms all meet, 

If e’er I heard a maid whose voice was more than s\v(‘i't, — 
'Twas when a recent summer shower made frairnint all 
grew, — 

And the lass sang Even this wants power to make ialsi 
lovers true 

Tlic Parliament has met, and talk’d about reform. 

And what resources yet may meet the coming storm ; 

And taxes they'll take off, they say, and placemen ihos’ll 
subdue. 

Hut they hav’u’t yet found out the way lo make hdse lovrjs 
trm\ 

**The hinfj and quecM, to town, have come from Hmt.niYiN 
Pier, 

They change to smiles each frown, and all our bosoms cIum i ; 
Like Brighton, LoNi)ot4 courts their stay, and so 
Windsor too, 

But kings and queens don’t know the way lo make false lovers 
true. 

Physicians take their fees, and, be what may your ills. 
Change agony to ease, by potions, or by ; 

At least, they’ll promise, ifyou'll;>ay/, and so will lawyers too, 
Tho’ they hav’n’t yet found out the way to make false lovcr^ 
true. 

Tlicy took me to the play, where smiles and tears were sold, 
And dance and song so gay, conspired to win our gold; 

And beauty charmed us, bright as day, and wit around us flew, 
Yet tiction only told the way to make false lovers true. 

“The London news IVe read, which tells of found and lost, 
And how all horn or wed are happy made, or cross’d; 

And how that riches bear the sway, and miracles can do, 

Yet even can’t find the way to make false lovers true. 

“ Since he’s resolved to roam, I’ll cease to grieve and sigh, 
But hie me to my home, where for his sake I’ll die ; 

Yet, ere in my cold grave 1 lay, whatevt'.r may ensue, 
rd rather try some other way to make the false one true. 
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• A kuifltn youth loves m** Avith him my lot I’ll cast, 

•Should in too tUilhh *^'-' he, 1 can but die at last; 

TIm u hint (next time tie comes to woo,) Til wort — perhaps 
'two re best, 

^Vberi we can’t make false lovers true, to make the true OIle^ 


13. SONG. 

MR. PIP AND MISS POP. 

\\\ (tiller in politics, fashion, and Taste, 
in onr pleasures, our joys, and our sorrow, 

Ity what one deems credit, another’s tlisjrr'aced, 

To-day’s sc7iso may bo folly to-morrow ; 

Vet oiu- fixed opinion we certainly hold, 

Possessing.' both reason and rhyme. 

Pis, let her tie fair, youthful, or old, 

(hK wife US cnong;h at a time, 
th ter Pip had the honour to marry Miss Po;>, 

Siieh a prize! though by some, thought a ))ill , 

’'»lie likerl men and money, fine dress, and a drop, 
folks said, but liad tongues ne’er aie still ; 

Peter read about Turks so transcendcntly blest, 

That they deem a score helpmates no crime, 

Vnd said he, ^^'fhey of course know their own affalis best, 
but for me, onc^s enough at a time.” 

Patty Pipkin, a pastrycook’s niece, lived close by, 

Quite a blue, and each dandy’s delight, 

She could waltz, sport an album, where lovers who sigh 
Were welcome their nonsense to write. 

Mrs. Pip’s dearest friend! yet to tell Mister P, 

That friend’s failings she reckon’d no crime, 

While it caus’d him still more of opinion to be 
That one wife’s enough at a time.” 

Mrs. Pip one fine morning popp’d oflTin a trance, 

Some folks are afraid of the dead. 

So poor relieved Peter took Patty to France, 

And a second time got himself wed ! 

But scarce had he given the lady his name, 

When, recover’d and quite in her prime, 

His first wife appear’d, to hear Peter exclaim, 

“ One wife’s quite enough at a time !” 
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Their lectures, uinu ‘^.1 , .11 M Mr Pip. 

That across the Alkuitte lied he; 

His wives lollowcd close, ui an old cra/y sliij^ 

Which sank, and again he was tree. 

Yet a third fond attaohinent induced him om i' ninn* 

To get wed, when By order sublime” 

His lost wives were found safe together on shore. 

As if one wa'nT enough at a time. 

Three Pips on the cards play'd the deuse with his game. 

And you'll guess he scarce saved, if you please. 

Mis bacon ; when, brnling with fury and shame, 

He was met by the whole peck of P.'s. 

Nay, 'tis said he s gone dead, and his phantom to strike 
Wholesome awe, and prevent future crime, 

Nightly growls. “ In your lives take three wives if you likf 
But ordy lake one at a tiine 


14 PARODY. 


Tt’NK — Wt/'n Ar^hUf' ti> a* < omf 


When Noll the Roundhead ruled the ?oast. strange namt's 
his followers bore. 

With strait hair dangling down bclmul, the like ne’er seen 
before ; 

His steward was Standfast Savcall call'd, liis cook was 
Barebones named ! 

And his cellar man, Gregory Goodbeherc, iov very good beer 
was famed. 

Cook Barebones boned beef, mutton, pork, veal, shoulder, 
leg, and chine ; 

And Standfast help'd his friend Goodhe'er to drink the 
Roundhead's wine, 

'Till Noll, with a frown, knock'd Standfast down, and Bare- 
hones bang’d right sore, 

And so hoop’d the barrel of old Goodbeer^ that here he was 
seen no more ! 
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\ry, ON A STUPID FAMILY. 

My child r(Mi! to cope witli the world and its tricks/’ 

I Said old Prosy, addressing^ his sons half a scofe^) 

I’ll have you resemble the bundle of siicha r” — 

Well ! they proved a mere bundle of it icks, and no more. 


Sii. “WHAT'S IN A NAME?" — A Nominal ImfroMpil. 

Names do not; always own the power 
Of fitting those who wear ’em ; 
f knew two Sweets — so much too sour — 

Few of their friends could bear ’em I 

When Tommy Harris was the lord 
Of Covent-Garden, he, 

Tho’ no La Port^ was quite oulor*d 
By all his conipanee. 

With Swords and Shield, by peaceful means, 

To rule his King, he boasted ; 

While Church and Regent chang’d the scenes, 
Crowds by liis Cook were roasted ! 

He had a Hill as high as long; 

Two Mou7iiains more than middling, 

And while one sang a Bishop's song. 

You heard the other fiddling. 

He cared for party not two figs. 

Yet he a Pitt did harbour. 

And kept a Fox to head the ivigs. 

Because he was the Barber! 

W\^ steadiest prompter long was Wild; 

His manager we know 
Was Hull, no manager more mild, 

Now both their hulls lie low ! 

Then change the scene. Near Bmu^/dow-green, 
A village in the wcsl> 

Is Brziiham call’d; of all TVe seen, 

That jBfltdham is the best. 
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Talking of name.<, thv scxtou^s tla re 
Will always strike a stranger, 

(Tho’ harmless as a maiden fair,) 

Because his name is Da^of.u. 

And there loo dwelt a man of law, 

You'd think he ne'er could liurt you, 
His every look charm'd all he saw. 

Ills very name was Virtue l 

The village-doctor's name was Death : 

He earn’d a pretty penny; 

The thought on’t takes away my breath, 
As ?ie did that of many. 

One day the doctor made a hit, , 

Who laio from Death can save? 

And soon as Danger dug the pit, 

Did Virtue fill the grave ! 

Change scene agaiii : in town we’re taught 
The Mitre (Satan smil’d) 

Was by a naughty lady bought,! 

The Devil by a Child / 


n. SONG. 

written for a literary FUNU festival, at the SHII* INN, 
AT GRKENWIOH. 


Tuna-—'* My Spirits are rnuuntlng,*' 

Since call’d upon here many seasons are pass’d. Fol de roL 
Where T tried my first ditty I now sing my last. Fol de roL 
Since then, it by critical wags may be said, 

That while time thinned my hair^* he has thickened my 
head. Fol de rol. 

That my Muse may more easily amble along, 

An old tune Fve selected to carry her song. 

From myrtle-crown’d Morris, to merriment dear, 

That air very often has tickled this car. 

• There is Virtue m ley lane, bat quite of a different sort, 
t This must be an error, as it is well known the Mitre was purchased 
by one at the Boaretti of Fleet street. 
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In Greenwich tlieie’s magic which ought to inspire 
A son's laggar(J lay with a spark from his sire; 

“ Poor Jacks" and Tom Bowliuijs'* are here twenty-fold, 
xAnd “ Vct'rans" more jdenty, yet good as old gold ! 

Brother Charles^ too, for song’s Riches was known, 

When, here, he made Abraham Netolandj his. own; 

^ ril just add a note your acceptance not wo'rth, 

‘ Twa<< in Kent, too, iny“ Snug Little T stand" \\ 2 iiX birth. 

I’ll ask yon Where’s genniae mirth to l)e found, 

If not among faces I see all around ?” 

Wliat feast «i’er can equal the banqueting here. 

Where you feast okcc, that talent may feast all the year. 

‘Tisn'lhere, as when at the Freemasons* you dine, 

Fur tliei<‘ yon must all go to Ctiff'cs for your wine; 

While eacli bumper inspires you to seek careworn elves, 

And make the7n as glad as their joy makes yourselves. 

Next, “ give every man his desert^ who shall ’scape?*' 

Tliere ! througli Warwickshire Willif I’ve got in a scrape ; 
He meant, that is, J meant, that here, in this sjnp, 

To your desserts there’s no call for a whip. 

Cold cynics who blame this display, then, arc^ brutes, 

When sorrow, to-day, is relieved by its fruits ; 

Your ice cools the fever of wanty and we know 
How many a pocket is warm’d by your SnowP 

‘‘ Usque malum ah ovof you’re rational <juite ; 

From the fish to the Jigs you reflect with delight, 

And putting lasty you may boast round the bowl, 

A rich “ feast of raisin," and tine of sole " 

My last lay a wager shall be, though, says one, 

“ With and bright sallies ’tis time you had done;’’ 

Wt ril lay longest odds, which, without any jokes, 

Is the Hunchback' $ new Wife" to my “ Harlequin Hoax" 

My bet is you’ll join me, with leave of the chair, Fol de roL 
With Time times, becoming each friend to the fair, Fol de roL 
That number of ladies my bumper intends, 

When 1 give the Nme ^uses, and all their best friends \ 

Fol de rol. 

* Mr. Snow is the worthy distributor of the Society ’i* donations. 

c2 



ISi. DEAR VAITXHAT,I„ 

One half the world ^oes mad, folhfi say. 
While t’other runa the self-sunne^ way; 

No oratf>r is now content 
Without a steal in Parliament ; 

Some in the Alley try a spec. 

While some in huntings break a lit^ck ; 

But wisdom’s children, cue and all. 

But wisdom’s children, one and all. 

Cry O let’s to dear Vauxhal! !” 

Some blame this undraraatic agc^ 

And mourn the falling British stage, 

O'er sinking Shakspeare shed u tear. 

Then fly some foreign trash to hear ; 

Some fools from duels seek eclat. 

Build houses, write, or go to law : 

While wisdom’s offepring, one and all. 
While wisdom’s, dec, 

Clo thrice a week to dear Vauxhall ! 

Some hazard thousands on a die. 

Some cut the cards ; but, by- 1 ho -bye. 

By common setnse ’twill be confess’d. 

Who cuts ’em both contrives the best ; 
Some stake whole fortunes on a race, 
Some ply for peerage, pension, place : 
While wiser folks, at reason’s call. 

While wiser, Scq. 

Fnd all they want at dear Vauxhall I 

In camps young heroes box>e they’ll soon 
‘‘'Pluck honour from the palerfac'd moon,’ 
Or else at sea, from waves and ro^ks. 

Pull up ‘‘ drown’d honour by the locks;” 
And when, with wealth, from war return’d. 
They Viope to spend the cash they’ve earn’d 
With those, who come at pleasure’s call. 
With those, &c. 

To join the throng at dear Vauxhall ! 
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or wedded bliss some lovers dream, 

And some do everything; by steam ; 

Some lose, while others only got 
In law, in liquor, love, or debt ; 

Yet these, and those inclined to cram 
On well-drest chicken, beef, and ham, 
Obey of Taste the gOnuine call, f 
Obey of Taste, &c. 

And find her here, at dear Vauxhall ! 

Yon bumpkin swallows all the sights, 

No (uit o’er seemVl so fond of lights^ 

Our garden -flowers he fain would woo, 
Hearts- ease and painted ladies too ; 

Each diorama or each darne 
Witli wonder all his soul inflame; 

With fireworks, punch, he thinks weVe all, 
With fireworks, <&c. 

Magicians, here, at dear Vauxhall* 

Misfortune's victim, fortune’s pet, 

The dandy, and the dandizette, 

The village maid, the titled fair. 

To grace our splendid scene repair ; 

Smart folks, like you, they come to see. 
And hear such sing-song chaps as 7ne, 
Whose pride is ever at your call, 

Whose pride, &c. 

To aid the mirth of dear Vauxhall ! 


19. SONG. 

Roses must grow with the thorn, lilies but flourish to fade ; 
lieauty to perish is born, sunshine’s the parent of shade; 
Summer must die of a cold ; joy’s intermingled with care ; 
Youth only blooms to get old, and wdman must cease to be 
fair ; 

Well! well! 

The moral of this I’ll declare ! 
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Were roses all thornless, could lilies, or beauty. 

Or sunshine, or summer, or youth, 

Or woman, cheat old father Time from his duty, 
'Twould end in this sorrowful truth I 
That pleasure, uncciasin^, wonld worthless appear, 

For absence alone makes enjoyment so dear; 

Yoiitli and summer take value trom old and frost. 
While no treasure we prize like the treasure we\e lost. 

Da capo , — Roses must grow, cVc. 


20 THE SOLPIER^S AN!sM VERSA RV. 

JrwK isaa. 

'Fhe lofty hall with trophies proud. 

And dazzling panoply of gold. 

Was graced, and trumpets long and loud 
Of Britain’s former glories told ; 

Of laurels won on that famed field, 

Whore warriors to old England true. 

In phalanx fix’d to die ere yield. 

Together fought at WAriiiinoo. 

The ‘‘ royal feast for Persia won/’ 

Less splendid victory proclaim’d. 

Nor were the deeds of Pm nip’s son'’ 
Than British gallantt*y more famed ; 
The hero who those squadrons led 
Earth’s greatest captain to subdue, 

Now sat triumphant at the head 

Of chiefs who fought at Watbrloo* 

Each canfjpy some standard bore, 

Or eagled ensign in the fray. 

By England won ; each bosom bore 
Some proud memorial of that day ! 

And splendid symbols pending round, 
Rccidl’d to all with menfry true 
Some action on that hard fought ground. 
By each uchiev’d at Waterloo, 
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In ev'ry warlike dazzling htie 

Of martial pomp each chief was dresi 
Beyond all pencil ever drew, 

Ur fancy’s boldest tints express’d ; 

And , sovereign of our happy land, 

►Sate \Vi i.j.iam, that famed scene to view. 
Enthroned among the gallant ba^d 
Of those who fought at Waterloo. 

With honest pride the cui> he took, 

I’o grace the leader of that day. 

When, casting round aii anxious look, — 

“ And why,” he asked. “ arc those away 
Whose ])r<iud insignia canght iny eye 
On ent’ring here: an humble two. 

Who, in the ranks might haply vie 
W^ith all who fought at Waterloo^’ 

Think how their lovers, friends, and wives. 

VVTth beating hearts from year to year. 
That humble two throughout their lives. 
Describing that glad clay will hear ; 

In William’s presence call’d to di*ain 
The cup, “ to every warrjor true. 

And him who led the victor train 
To conquer peace at Waterloo.” 


-21. NEW WORBS TO AN OLD A HI. 

Gammer, (cries GaflTer,) Lord ! huw' the wind blows. 
Gammer : It never does anything else as 1 knows. 


22. THE MARCH OF MIND IN 1833. 

The March ot mind is not contined 
To Aprils May, or June, ' 

For daily annuals weekly prove 
In monthly motion it can move, 

Night, morn, or afternoon S 
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The iviAKCJi of MiNi> i§ BO ycifiiiecl, 

Kach old de.nominatioii 
Jn use before^ is left hehwd — -- 
I^lace, now, is situation / 

W'e liavo no utomen — -J'ern€Ue& 

Hens, lobsters, mac karel, we call; 

All ancient ties arc undone : 

Like Yankee helps, quite indt* pen dent-* 
A scr 1^0.11 Vs an attach'd fittert^cL^it ; 

We’ve not a moA-dln London ! 

The w Alien of mikx> disdains to stop 
And barter at a vulg^ar slu>p; 

Tor chandlers manage now, I ween, 

A nictrt ' or else a magazine I 
And boast superb selcctlo^i 
Ofeg-g-s aud intermediate beer, 

Contract for cabbage by the year. 

And crave each friend’s connexion ” 
The MAiicir of mino can turn and wind 
(In terms sometimes the oddest) 

A very 'welLiiitcntiori’d phrase 
To nonsense, in these graceless days, 

13 y way of seeming modest ! 

Reading of Antwerp’s siege, 'twould call 
In idiom more blameless, 

T*vjo breaches in a batter’d wall 
A pair of something nameless 
At tavern would you dine or sup. 

Or by a stage Wave town. 

Waiters of old cried ** Coming upT' 
Ooachmen ask'd, ** Ooing down?” 
JVow, when you ring, the waiter /cnochs^ 
To “your commands” alive; 

And coachec hopes you’ll do his box 
The ho7tonr of a drive !” 

But driving, soon, will be no more. 
When we sWsll vote a horse a bore. 

And mode's of iJrtotion more esteemed 
Will prove, (by ’ti« said,) 

That as to s-wifintess, ’twill be deem’d 
^riiose M'heeiF nou^ drive7i are lead (lcd>- 
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And March of mind k>ve$ t^ars and sighs 
All t'ee the tioieis are bad ; 

Potatoes (radical) have ey^s. 

And oft, when boil’d, are sad ? 

Carmen (not verse) from ecstajfef 
Of grief, you’d free supjiose, 

But 1 once heard one swear hvl^ee 
A s how be had his woes ! 

And terms more elegant we hatch — 

For feeding, now, what fuvss! 

While you your chocolate despatch^ 

"‘A kidney Til discuss!''^ 

And even courtship (on the plan 
Of nature once conducted) 

Hears, like diplomatists, both man 
Aiid maid speak — as instructed,'^ 

The treaty in due /hrm pursued. 
Preferring his petition, 

He talks about lus “ attitude^'' 

And she of her position 

Preliminaries sign'd, you know, 

Jn mutual reliance. 

They quit, at len^h, the “ stuiu quo,^ 
And form a close alliance* 

M ARciiY, farewell ! I’d not impede 
I’hy progress through the tiation, 

1 love improvement mueh^ indeed, 

Ihlt d n all AVFECTATIION 1‘ 


. ON THE BIRTH OF A DAIJOHTEK, JwMe I2th, IHiiiL 

O I today has added one ray oi* %V*t more. 

Another suffusion of iuucjicent bloom, 

'To charms that smiled on the earth before. 

To light this dull region of sorrow and gloom- 
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O ! today has added a pair of arch eyes 

To the soft scinlilJations our darkness that cheer, 

And long may we cherish the luiaven-sent prize, 

As balm to the sorrows that follow ns here! 

Another heart throbs in a bosom whei*e guile 
Js strang<'r, and stranger for life, may^ it be ! 

One countenance more is illumed by a smile. 

Which beams like a cherub’s on Kate and on me 

And one more glad mother rejoices to see 

How miniature loveliness yields her full scope. 

To think purest joy shall embellish the tree 
Where infancy cradles the blossoms of hope- 


24. INCIPIENT SSKETCriER. 

OH, «CR.4P« ON A TABLF. 

** Sftil heginnit,f(, never ending.'' 

4r 

EONi>ON Noihbs. 

“ O ’ listen to” “Those evening hells,” 

That ring for letters and for crumpets, 

Discordant bands, and foreign yells. 

From tuneless throats. Pan's rc,cds, and trumpets 
Or “ Buy a Broom !” “ Dust O I" and “ Sweep !” 

close my ears I try^ 

And wish all who disturb my sleep 

Like banish’d watchmen seat to weep. 

Because they may not cry, 

Old Clothes ! Old Clothes ! 

And who is Ikey Soi.omon ? 

Whose commerce is so fair; 

Let’s see, I Key, and Soeomon, 

Can’t mean a once Lord May’r I 
For Ikey, when he shone in all his glory, 

'Tis well known wa6 Bie hero of 
A tkatws-Atla'ntic stout. 

Of Lokoon' lasses some may talk, 

With them f’ve nought to do ; 
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To Hammersmith I took a walk, 

Which bring^s tvy tale to Kew. 

Yet ’tis not Richmond on thr* Thames, 

Nor Richmond on the Swale, 

13 ut Yankee Richmond, which now claims 
Your patience to assail. 

Ctjs^fera desugit. 


2C>. SONG,— THE GOOD SHIP THE COMET. 

RefSPEOTFl’LLV INTSCRIUfiD lO HEK OWNEH, J MITCHELL, EKff. 

Tpme — ’fhtn <*’v nap Luck aboot the H/toac ' 

And are yc sure the news is true, and is she come awa’ ? 
Does fortune save frac wind and wave her head and tail, and 
aw ^ 

Hoot mon, what mean ye by ' her tail;’ and what’s the tale 
yctell, 

As if ye meant some laughing lass, or wdnsome bonnie belle?'* 
For there's nae luck aboot the hoose, there's nae luck at a\ 
There’s little joy for man or boy gin lasses are awa’ I 

Ye guess right weel, for she of whom I'm lilting ye maun ken, 
Like raoiiy lasses we ha’ seen, gangs gaily but and ben ; 

Sae stately sails she east and wasf, while aw admirers gaze. 
To see her in her streamers drest, sae lovely in her stays : 
For there’s nae luck aboot the boose, there’s nae luck at a’, 
There’s little pleasure in the hoose when she's at sea awa'. 

Ye ne’er yet saw a comely dame mair smart, genteel, or tall, 
Ye ne'er sow ane sac gracefu' swim at laird or lediSy's ball: 
Knee-timbcr'd light, yet right and tight, wi’ ribs sae round 
and fair, 

And aw bepuinted red and white, as maist fine leddies are. 

And there’s nae luck, &c. 

And tiio' she’s sober as a judge, she’s often sure ip be 
A little half-seas^(^er while she dances merrily. 

A crew of lads she carries, aye, aloft or else below. 

And copper are her sku^, which she is nae ashamed to show. 

While there’s nac hick, 
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“ Aad what may be thib beauty ca'd wha sets ye iu a flame 
And, gin ye wuiina tell us mair, just gi’ her Christian name r 
She has nae Christian name, gocKi mon, but see her near or 
far, 

Yell aye confess the Comibt is a bonny blaming star! 

And tliere^s nae luck, &c. 

She walks the w^aters lightly-like, as fairies in a reel. 

And like a cork upon the waves that scarcely touch her keel. 
She carries out good store of walth wherever she may roam. 
And thrice as muckle as she takes she’s sure to bring us home. 

Sae there/s nae luck, <!ke 

My friends around by this may guess I mean that ship of ships 
The Comet, which, 1 hope, will never suffer an Eclitsf, ; 

For next to wife, and next to bairns, or friends in peace oi 
war, * 

The Comet is my sun, my muon, my night and morning star 

Ami there’s nae luck, K'v. 

She brings me meat and drink and claiths, and credit too and 
cash, 

She brings a cure for many cares that fidget, fret, and fasli. 
She brings a saucy neb, her boinrie bowsprit tis I mean, 

And o’er the ocean rules the wave like Neptune’s starry tpieen. 

While there’s nae luck, <fec. 

Then here’s a glass to friends I fill, to wife or love of each, 
And may the Gude of gudeness aye put fortune in their reach ! 
And may, on ony darkisome day, should evil e’er befa’, 

The Comet come like brilliant day, and bring delight to a’. 
For there’s nae luck aboot thehoose, there’s nae luck at a’, 
There’s little joy for man or boy when she is far awa’ I 


SONG. — 

The horn, the view holloa, the musical cry 
Of the hounds, burst at once cm the ear. 

Through that brake a peep take, in full speed passing by. 
In the tlingle youTl see ^em appear ! 

The huntsm^ your notice espectally claims, 

Hea#'hi3 feico. View his gib^-tinted nose, 

All the pantile he by lhe& old^feshion’d names. 

And hii’ Pintle cfeert Vm heifer than blows. 
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Ringwood ! and Jowler ! 

V^enus ! and Towler ! 

Pretiylass ! Spaiidigo ! 

Rock wood ! and Dido ! hoi 
Yoicks ! and hark to ’en^ lK>ys ! Yoicks! taJly ho 

Bui modern reform princely palaces reSrs, 

Where houses once op’d a kind door. 

Here and there a stone cottage in splendor appears, 
But, alas, scarce a roof for the poor? 
riiis refinement to hunting has spread in a crack, 

And a warrior from battles retired, 
ills liuntsmau, (a sergeant,) thus names his new pack. 
By Mars, not Diana, inspired : 

Lancer ! and Bivouac ! 

Tirailleur ! Halt! Come Back ! 

Shacko ! and Waterloo ! 

Maidu ! the Foe’s in View ! 

Up lads, apd at *cwi, boys ! Yoicks I tally ho ! 

From laws, tricks, ajad doubli,iiga, to rustic repose, 

Yon Big-wig from chancery dies ; 

To rest from fatigue, out a-hunting he goes, 

(A good Judge !) and to cover he hies I 
Each day more delighted and fOnd of it grpwn. 

The sport his whole study now claims ; 

A kennel he rears, buys a pack of hhn own. 

Which his huntsman (pnee cfier) dbus names : 

Fieri I FaciaS 1 
Red Tail! and Capl^ I 
Take a Rule ! Chancery J 
Copy 1 and Service ! fly 1 
Proceed fast- as possible t Yoicks, tally ho ! 

The statesman and senator, equally fain 
From toil to seek health in the chace, 

Resigning pursuit of political gain, 

Quit peerage, and pension, and plaqe. 

Mace-bearers turu. huntsmen, and ,ejiet:ks whippers-in. 
And ushers changta rqfds foe the bpmv; . 

While a call of the House, thaFs tlie fleld, they begin. 
And the pack with new titles adorn* 
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Speaker ! Majority ! 

Question ! Priority ! 

Move ! Order ! City Man ! 

Borough ! Committee Man ! 

Hear him ! Hark to him I Divide ! Aye or No ? 

The tar goes a-hunting as well as the rest, 

And the lads he selects for his crew, 

(So he calls 'em,) are messmates who still feel a zest 
For a uniform made of true blue. 

His boatswain^ Will Whistle, not yet out of use, 

Pipes the kennel ! Come lads, fire away ! 

Fore and aft ! Heave a-head ! Cheer the pack ! Cast 'em 
loose ! 

While the dogs, oddly christened, obey. 

Bowsprit ! and tCelson ! 

Victory ! Nelson ! 

Trafalgar I Collin gwood ! 

Drake! Duncan! Howe! and Hood! 

Stand to your guns, boys ! heave anchor ! Yo ho ! 

Thus all their own fancy with ardour pursue, 

And I think, while as Britons we boast 
That good tars, lawyers, statesmen, and soldiers we view 
In the field, we shall still rule the roast. 

Be honour of ev’ry true sportsman the aim, 

Emulation success neW will lack, 

While each tries his sp^ed at so noble a game, 

And the huntsman thus cries on the pack : 

Honest ! and Ileady ! 

Fearless 1 and Steady ! 

Probity ! Loyalty ! 

Gallantry ! Liberty ! 

Yoicks! and hark to 'em, boys ! Yoicks! tally ho ! 


27 . TO MY ELDEST SON, ON lUS EMPLOYMENT IN THE 
GENERAL POST-OFFICE. 

So4, grandson, and nepliew of scribblers 1 enjoy 
W^ith honour the gift of our betters, 

Yet ne'er let the Boyal Post-Office, dear boy, 

Make you slight the Republic of Lettehs. 
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28. THE DANDY AND THE PAGE. 

A dandy so green, by a damsel so blue, 

Was ask'd in her album so white 
To scribble ; when thus, as his pencil he drew. 

He announced his intention to write, / 

' ' Thou snow-tiuted page, with this I engage 
To sully thy surface/’ he said 
Said the album, “ Good lack ! Thus folks make me black, 
Who never can make themselves re(H)df** 


2ih TO MY SECOND SON, ON HIS STUDYING MEDICINE. 

'Tis glorious for others our skill to employ, 

So stick to your Pharmacopada, dear boy ; 

Respect clever students, yet try to eclipse ’em ; 

And while science crowns your benevolent labours. 
Remember that medicc sane teipsum 
Means Mend your own system as well as your neighbours’ . ” 


30. ON THE CONTEMPTIBILITY OF CALUMNV. 

Scandal assumes such paltry shapes, 

They ever shame the wearers ; 

Much less respectable than apes, 

For apes are no raZe-bearers ! 


31, TO MY YOUNGEST SON, ON HIS BEGINNING TO 
LEARN HIS ALPHABET. 

Letters are steps, dear boy, that lead 
To heights from whence the world we read ; 

But my pedantry gives itself airs. 

When I ought to thy infantile sense to explain 
That the top of the house by such step^ you’ll attain, 

Tho' now at the foot of the stairs. 



32. COLOUR FOR ABSURDtTY. -A CorKNEV 

Tom : Why, Mike^ you’re mad 1 What are you at ^ 
Mike ; “ Tm fishing in a dyci‘*R vat/’ 

Tom : “To oommou setts^, sir, T appeal, 

What could you catch there t'’ — 

Mike: ^ ** Cofck an eel 


S3. CURRAN u. M<NALLY. 

M. Sir, the Cuown business I do, 

C. Yes, and the Halp-crown business too. 


34. A VULGAR ERROR CORRECTED 

AarEL was not an Irish man, 

Tbo’ twas observed by Pat O’Dbody, 
Tliat Prosp’ro (so the passage ran,) 
Accosted her with ** How now, Moody 


35, SONG, 

A BXCHELOa^g PHU-OS€iPHV^--SuPPa«EI> TO BE FOUNDEW ON FacT 

By many a ay we? man, and matiy A fool. 

We’re told that our happiest days were at school ; 

With such who have said so, why so it might be, 

But those days were at all times least happy with me. 
For, do what we will, or wherewer we go, 

They only are happy who think themselves so. 

A damsel I courted, who geve me her smile% 

And we know how a Wit from beauty beguiles 
I askW, and she promised hier hfeart and her hand ’ 
Should m^e me the cryj o| aU in tja^ land : 

But she’d piomised two others, which I didn’t know, 

And was1^appy» — because I supposed myself so. 

2 
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She married ; friends told me my comfort was this, 

I had made a great kiU when I lost such a ; 

A happy escape my vexation they call, 

While I felt 1 couldn’t be happy at all : 

Foi though it was folly. I’d reason to know 
rhose only are happy who think themselves sf>* 

i^ut Time, who does wonders, my ||pKses SBstored; 

And convinced me'^hat nought canStich pleasure afford 
A.S the dear independence, unclogg’d with a wife, 

In that lose without thorn call’d a bachelor’s life; 

For iu‘‘er will 1 marry, since single, I know, 

Those only are happy who think themselves so. 

Thus bachelor Cn:LFBs said, buug, and believ’d, 

But in sclf-calculdtion we’re often deceived ; 

The rival who married his Mary was dead. 

And CJu:lkbs, grown richer, the fair widow wed : 

He was laugh’d at, but little that matters, you know, 
Since he is most happy who thinks himself so. 


30. Oft the onl’^ ^^ppearamte o/ a Ma.scubne J'irainatit Deifutanie^ in 
a Male Charactee. 

Transient I And doubtful whether lad or lass, 

Tritics of thee will say, “ It came to x>\ss ?” 


87, SONG. 

WOMAN ; OR, JUfif WHAT THKY ARK. 

Some call women Aw gels, the fact 1 deny 1 
They To martyrs so oft to misrepresentation. 

That, angel-like, had they but wings, they’d soon fly, 

And leave lordly man to his self-estimation. 

Some say they of Angels are quite the reverse, 

And give them a title my Muse can’t rehearse ; 

Let them be what they will, Tis my pride to declare, 

I have ever adored them for — J ust what titey aHE* 

Effeminate exqfiisites hate their bold ways 

Whiskered cossacks, more masculine wish the dear 
creatures ; 

If informed — they’re too blue for a pedant to praisef; 

While most disagi^e as to height, air, and features. 
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If frapk, ^ ; if timid, a prude ; 

But for my part, I deni’t w^isb to intrude, 

Let them be what they tvdl, my pride to deekre, 

I always adored them for*-Hjvsi what tHi&y aW t 

Some Goddessfs deem them-, Ijut then they should be 
As goddesses ought, ^o* not sanctioned fable,) 
From huikiati ho|fi|pwiAh, orpteferepce free, 

And dtbut to (Juit, u<A partake of, the table. 

Such Vtiro'sEs frt€ijt*be •sthek trp with a 
In pictures or sampler-work, fequaHy stupid ; 

But be what they will, ‘'ti> my pride'to dfeCTare, 

IVe always adored them for — Jost wHA-i' thev a hi 


SB. EPITAPH 

Oft Sampson Bfeu, ^ %ear lUdijlfford^ one iff Ute n*osi power 

fal Men of hts Dav^ *tnd emNiHyeeh hraied for hte great Jge, and ih 
exWmrdinary Length of me 

Sttotig Beer ties here, mew idead* Oiiee lUMie was s(n>n<roi 
His lift* was very long, hts nose mtK'li longoi. 


3». 

r 

Am>ahsSGlB 10 4 I \1iY 

What madness has seized thee^ toO aensitiye Jahi , 

To thyself so unkmdly tintrua. 

That a practised coquette you assist to thakO wain. 

By suppoafed competition Widi yout 
If the diamond's eclips’d by the fire of that eye, 

Which on earth owns but ode fot^ts fellow, 
if your taste and your dress with perfection may vie, 
Pray, why ^ wear those stockings of YEtixst ? 

The chaplet of beauty bfa»i<»Ug been war own, 

Aiid can it whpi^ errs ■* * *1^ 

A<s to leblidUEA think ‘^n bAlnqdiSh yoitt thisone, 

Wh«e ^ tHMph df tefdliet is hers ? 





Then she owns ** Could my ehanmr 0 trtiitcli be im- 

proved* 

‘‘ And my lover a sensible fellow* ^ 

*M’d make it impossible not to be lov’^d 
Then eiNiy With those stockings so yeHovr, 


40 VINDlOATfON OF CCmvfilfTUAb t^H(AitACT|:n* 

NiTNsbave proved incorrect, 'tis said, 

I disbelieve it^ t^ather, 

Because, thiough life, 1 never i-ej^d 
But of one Nu\ 

Who ownM a son,~ 

That Nun was Joshua’s father^ 


41. SOKO.— I.OOK At HOME. 

“ Ships firelititbaai^, sSifcnKliut men 

It’s ^lory to hear your land«poets indite 
About tars, ships, and storms on the sea. 

And how sailors are sartaiii through life to be right, 

And what angels of fellows they be ! 

So gallant, so gen’rous, so gay, am so free 

To their friends, king, and sweethearts true blue ; 
When, bless you, they?e ten times more faulty than me, 
And not a bit better than you. 

The truth is the truth, and that's only this here : 

Jack sails, when he’s left on Ibe skewe 
All his cash, and the giirl whose adieotioim stneere 
Last as long as his pay, and no more. ^ 

He sticks to his duty While ott the salt sea, 

Because ’tis the best he can do, 

Or his grog would be stopp’d, tt»d you’d take him to be 
In the bilboes, no better than you. ^ 

Frw hki station in battle no aeaih^ witt^^run, 

'Cause he cao’t get aWay h-(m a ball ; ‘ 

And a man thaf s a mab'^ijnlist m good af lhat 
Or else he’d be no man at all. 

p2 



Rich a§ai#; he's'on i^oiig^ide ot* the lass 
Who^ false beuriugii s6' lately he kn^w, 

And what’s ^eurnd lute a horse he expends like an ass. 
Or a landsman, no better than you. 

Now this was the Wautifnl bit of a jarn, 

Whicltfl over his gro|; or his flip, 

While on shore, to his hearers, was spun by Sam Starn 
In dispraise of his messmates and ahip. 

The captain no more than a mortal he*tl rate, 

The lieutenant abuse till all’s blue, 

Call the boatswain a lubber ; arid, for his mate. 

Why, he thought Kim no better than you. 

Perhaps you’ll suppose such a critical elf 
(That’s the word, as Our chaplain sung out 
When he call’d him), must be all perfection himself; 

Twas a thing he knew nothing about. 

Like those he most blamed, ho w^as gull’d and deceiv’d, 
Spent his pay, and gOt nabb’d, til) the crew 
He had libelrd,* the swab from a prison repriev’d, 

Or he’d now been no better than ybn, 


4a, the; risi?^g jSTar or AbBiox. 

^ ' 

When BritjoUs on the fniUEmng 
Of Albiotn’s flag the rights mdintaiu^ 

Whati* their viilour’s certain gain? VtcroniA ! 

When warriors in the tented fleld^ 

In freedom’s cause the falcWun wield, - 
What is the contest sure to ^ield < VicTOjaiA ! 

And what tbe sweetest flfowV that glows, 

Tinted bVlovelitiess, — ait^e, 

That with sweetest promise blows ? V icTbai a l 

plitamaia’s daughtsjrs, to them 

Art tlm, V icToar A 1 Freedom’s gem, / ^ 

Ftide df thhm honoar*4 t^jal stem, V|ci»d«!lS 1 
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43* 

When Q, smile, of a t^ar ask'd. Flpw ^ame we b^th liere 
Twas surely when NATuat^'s fine w^ther^ 

And best state of mind* her warm colours combined 
In Joe MuNDP.jir to blend them together. 

As Old Doumon he won, by his tears fojrhis sOn, 

The hearts of a nation which, iifter^ 

When af Dozev they'd peep, oi at sleep. 

Changed tears for convulsion? of laugbt^. 

Hut to trace his routine, thro^ each favorite scene. 

Where skill with true feelint; was vyiug^ 

We affirm that his art form'd a schoui frotn the heart, 
Which did honour to laughing and crying. 


44 . IMPROATPTt; 

ON THV Ker (iV A VVeT m T^F W'HKN 

ONI! rOllNl} N0TL8 WJ5H15 ttJaaF.Nt. 

“ The miser thus a shilling sees,** — 

It must be a note higher, you ninny; 

But how can we manage it ^ Why, if you pleas^e, 
Let the miser take leave of a guinea 


4 A* SONG. — John Bull. 

John Boll is a riddle, an old*^fashion*d treasure, 
Delighting in labour and fond ofldseas^e, 

Emoying, while (iuizzittg, gdod living and pleasure, 

None more hating law, or pays lawyers more fees ; 

With straws often tickled,’* and pleaa*d with a feather/* 
He glories in battle, and fights with a aest ; 

Yet better he loves peace and plenty together^ 

And one thing, that's ontrsinLiNo, beyond all the rest. 
No labour nor money he spares to amuse ’em, 

John Bull so delij^hts in his sweethearts and tirives. 

He suffers no soul but himself (o abttse 'em, 

And would give up his own to make happy their lives. 
Tg^ wealthy heTl run into every danger, ^ v ' 

For JoH^tNT to t\the% iio%l! bow, *tis confess^d^ 

Yet loves his last guinea to shi^ with a sirasig^, 

And then loves to grumble lieyond all the rest. 
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To di»»ent from Will SiL4K$7KA]Kr£ of course Tm unwilling, 
But he says fiieel i^ld refuse 

** To help ft poor Chris||ieii^ fet give a whole shiUiug 
** To see a dead iMkurV--p»0 luuoh for Bill’s Muse ! 
Avon’s Swan was no GOoaa^ yet he might have deelared too, 
No spot in the worlds by mWortawe distueet, 

But John’s wannest botmty has nehly boeo spared to. 
While oKoMtBLiNo, for Once, didn’t please him the best 

Of all natl<m*s commert^ a buyet ahd vender, 

Throughout his vast hive youl) scarce meet with a dron<s 
Of other folks’ freedom eo carefully sender, 

To guard it he’s oft apt to haeavd bis own ! 

Thou^ that’s his proud watchword, his gmad^timatuni, 
The chord to bis every feelmg address^. 

By one only livall’d, and that est probatusn,” 

Is OEUMnLXNO,<^ar sometimes he loves that the best 

At sea he is pna of those ne’er-beaten fellows. 

Of missing an enc^my ooly afraid ; 

On shore, of his soldiers affects to be jealous, 

Tho’ none lias more right to adore a cockade. 

To-day, to his warriors with gratitude swelling, — 
To-morrow, for some free opiniou express’d. 

He’ll break ev’ry pane of plate-glass in their dwelling, 

And prove that to oausiaLB is what he loves best. 

Then he talks with conieiUpt of your Whig and your Tory, 
Conservatives, and such, 

Of rats and reibhm ioHd each a now story, 

And tpiriaa Fofttigueae^ Befeians, and Dutch. 

King, odMa, aad h^ nmm to mend ’em ; 

Yet, let wholw irorld put bif tr^rth 10 £he test, 

Opposed to that worid he would me to defend ’em, 

And then he’d die for ihat he loves best. 

This comical tissue of odd contr^action 
May seem a chfeama to inddel elves, 

Who, while they imagine it founded on fiction. 

Its truth ev’ty instant rnky witness themselves. 

And one thing ol add* M aW the w6rM is protected 
By even John’s follie«^ and All havo^onfoss’d, 

Though now an4 ^ben taugh’d at, be respected, 

Or, let his osfNS THat’LL tdll ydu the test! 
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46. 4^ 




nptdst. ttu ^ 

. Erst ^uld diaiiielbATioxf, 
Wl^cby ai4)^ by faaltacfiitf ATjoi»^ 

And munh w>i)5p6| 1^6, pI‘Oql^tf«^AlP»♦ 
With pow^rfeil C0ncat^2!7AlfX0K* 

Of fulmivTArioK; j^mfMArmvp. 

And, «)iAipn to my* abomiKAfipar 4 ^ 
(AH 6tif6i]pe64pa ej^ajrATioK, 

Ah some fooifl wcire to vaeciitfAtlpiri) 


Trito^’ifldes of contaiiuKA'nfaiiy 
And tools Of inoubcKecilsirA^iotji^ 

Theyll cmme a ^^cueral cdosie^Atrio)!:, 
Leading to awful toi*iniKATXow,r^ 

Of nothing less than rm^iATioH, 

Which almost makes mi* say, d-^WATt^tl 


47. GOO0 LIVING IN TlWN. 

What did 2100 »’ V?wn^’* qifo’ Je^pe 
To who ne*er eo^’d tawsx 
To try to weep ip vam,” 

Ono* John, i *aw zights fey tlie ecore^ 

Dined wi’ my loid, and znm %m> Imwdiw ixidre, 

And eat and drank, afed lbea> ^ 

Zum Torty toasts wenti^nd/’^^ wfewt^ Jidpi ^ eaWilhe, 
“ ToAsrs rorty Wfer Um> tldlik 

How many cups of top Itey •’* 


4S. 


John Bond 
^ Fdyi in a mmd 
Heepui&e bad E«t|^ieh« feofeel 
^ ^^The ds^tl^e/’ said he, 

‘‘ All siwe at n% 

** JEre I had tim^ ^o eaeerafe m^m^*** 


) 



48. »#BAT*S TO PAW’ 

eftrUcds a uniUk tliftQ $te^t ttcktoAiSt^ Itt a littla room. *' 

' Ss^KSPKARL. 

My carriage I'*-— What, goiag, Sir Hatty, so soon V' 

<* Why, faith, 1 shall hastily be missy, 

“ I should scarce Hold a ibard, tho’ I <^erttiired till noon. 

‘‘And I’ve lost a cool thousand at whist ! 

“ And yet I enjdyy it,' — scarce fhlt how time went, 

“Till I find, by the reck’ning, 'twas sadly mispent.” 

“ Here, waiter ! my hat, coat, umbrella, and cssWie V * — 

“ Don’t leave us 1 certainly will, 

“ It’s 80 late.” — “Well, but since we entreat you in vam 
“ Just read yo«iir mall share of the bill.” 

“Seven pouni^! What a reckoning I hope you'n' 

contot*?”*— 

“ No! Who th<>irght wc ^cro going to such an extent? ' 

“ My dear h*ady Bnsan, your dress at the ball, 

“ So splendid and so recherche, 

“ Eclips’d the whole world, end astonished us all ’ 

“ Here’s a bill, ma’tim ; the man waits for pay.’* 

“ Waits 1 1 really supposed it would do a year hence ; 
“Then the sum I Wh<? dreamt of such dreadful 
expense?” 

The moral : *Tw«ife imidtoai # hiake it a law 
Present vigilani^ ne^er to let sleep, 

Lest whitow too freely draw, 

Onrpas^e may ’venture tooroeep: 

For when to reckon omr balaiice is ftent. 

He’ll opt bate one item ol what we’ve mispent. 
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M09M tmt WQJI]>S. 

Wfif^N ^▲QiS'Ov i>rrL(ijR]N94* 

Vale! vale! cates that d«aly 
J^ttt tay patience to the test: 

Vale ! rate ! hope# that gaRy 
Tried to put those' cares to rest. 

Vale ! vale ! (Doctor Paley 
Says that siioit adieus are ](>est !) 

Life to me, tho* mtx*d with sorrow, 

Still with many a gent sown, 

Sad to-day, yet glad to-morrow, 

Home’s best joys h^ve hecii my own t ‘ 

Tho* ingratitude has grieved me 
Oft, top oft, must be confess^, 

Friendship’s balm as oft reliev’d me, 

And the wrongs I felt redress’d. 

Where I lov’d, and lov’d afecerely, 

(^None more truly loves the feir,) 

I’ve been lov’d in turn m dearly, 

Hymen owes me nothing there. 

Each domestic retrospection 
Speaks me fevor’d here bbloWj, 

Past and present kind adection 
Tells ABOvn what I o#e I 

Now that fertune’e fancied tdindness, 

And her smile me cease, 

Let my verse speak gnatefel kindness. 

And its final word he 



SEI4ECT10NS 


1. GOP «AVB KING UTItUAJrt. 

Hills Mvsic COBIPOIS9 «t JiiH« 

Gkid fi^ive Willi protect hitui^ 

CSIory fidl ijit a^tiotie guide ; 

Heftv'o’ft bcsst direct hirii, 

Bums ton, Bntanoi^’a pridt. 

Royal WiLLtAii, God presca^rc thee, 

Mercy crotutiL €by reign tsith smiles ; 

Long may we in freedom serve thee, 

Monai^ of the British Isles I 

Youthful WtLi;iAfiii*9 lirttdQyoUon 
For bis casmti^ braved the main ; 

Lon^ the sceptre of the 
May he glorious^ t 

0*er his conntrylilmSj^Vldling, 

Sovereign, tod ftiend ; 

Faction n^er’ ms afesaSing, 

awfdt hifh to end I 

t 

Mi^ liiti itopi oofmn^ iHniUAg, 

«wr »im? 

Cam an^ icallof utatelM^^ng, 

SbaiM ilia We^ aft4 ftaoe lus Uirone. 

Wisdom all Ua oo«u#4» ‘^aid»g. 

May hi^ tpyw }>oo{d« awf , 

Willi ao w<ll^arJ|»(^’ai^a«#l^dMi#^ „ ^ , 

Save, CHi, saya 1 i^p aavs the Kisq !* 

* Tlif alMna vm Ito aaylik# attean’t to ociabwly'toa a aa wM on ot bk 
meivd S(i|iiw<)’ Ktog wtotoialv. 
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a. THE SNUO LITTUB-lSIiA^NO; WK, 


Mcuv». 

^ ^ t 

Daddy Neptaue om day to ^reedoih did say. 

If ever I me ojpioa dty land^ 

The spot 1 slkottldjiiit <m wou'd be little Britain ! 

Says Freedom^ ^‘nrhy tbat^s iny cwn island !’* 

O, a $n«i^ tittle btand ! 

A right little, tight little island. 

Search the globe rowd, none eto be DMad 
So happy as this little Ulatid. ^ 

J e LIUS CanAn the Eomani who no 

Came by water,— he couMn't; come ^ Imwi ; 

And Daitie, Fict, and tnri}*d their backs 

on, , ^ < 

And all hr the sake of our island* 

O, what a snug little island! 

They’d all have a tondk at the idMI ; 

Some were shot dead, sonte of tbem 
And some staid to live on the btnnd« 


Then a very great war man, caird the Norman, 

Cried d- — n it, 1 never lik’d my land ; 

It would be much more handy tp ihk Noitnandy, 
And live on yon beautiful island* 

Says lie, ’tis a snug littfe , 

Sha’n’t us go visit the islhild? , n 
H op, skip, and jump,. 

And he kick’d up a dust in th^ 

But party -deceit helped the HorfUffoS to beatjr 
Of traitors they manned to 

By Dane, Saxon, or Piet, n«% had been link’d, 

Had they stuck to the isiNind* 

Poor Harold, the king Of tlmlwlnndl 

He lost both his Iilh«s4 

That’s very itm, rnorw^Ndd ht 4l<»f 

Ukea Briton hed«#dM^^i$k^ ^ ^ 

The Si'AKisn 'JinuxU^A sci out to hivldlc liar 
Quite sure, if they ever came nigh Issid^ 

They cOUWt do less tuck uf QtrJfcSSw Bass^ 

And take their full swing in the blind. ^ 
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Oh, the poor queen of the island I 
Hhe Dons came to plunder the istand ; ^ 

But, snug in the hive, the qubew was alive, 

And buz was the word in the island. 

These proud pud**d>up cakes thought to piahe ducks and 
drakes 

Of our wealth ; but they hardly cduM spy land^ 

When our DaAKahad the luck to make their pride duck, 
And stoop to the lads of the island. 

Huzza for the lads of the island ! 

The good wooden Walls of tlie island I 
Devil or don, let ’em come on ; 

But how would they come off at the island? 

Since Freedom and Septuue have hitherto kept time, 

In each saying, this shall be my land 

Should the army of EkoTiAKI), or all they could bring land. 

We’d show 'em some play for the island. 

We'll tight for our right to the island, 

We’ll give them enough of the island, 

Invaders should just bite at the dust, 

But not a bit more of the island 1 


.1. THE OF PARIS. 

Three goddesses would know Which was the prettiest, they 
say, 

And took a trip to Paris, thinking that the nearest way ; 
They all of them Were beautiful, as you may well suppose, 
And veiy much ib fashion, Ibr they’d very little clothes. 

Lira, lira la. 

This Paris 1 shoiidd yoii^ by-the-bye, 

No more he knew of limed of the isle of Sky ; 

But sheep upon fed,»R| tender asBtOuth-down, 

For iho’ wdrth a crown. 

The boy was reading mbral tulcs, his sheep around reclined, 
For ev’ry day he thus ia:mty>yed Ws mutton and bis mind; 
But When he saw thi ail astonishmetit^s^id he, . 

** I never yet Saw beauty arm’d so truly cap^-pie 
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t 

Grave V all Ah from helmet -boun^t the yottth a wink, 

And said, My lad, pmy lehich 6f "ua the prctttoet do too 
think? 

“ Say ME, you fool, I’H toake yCHi wiae ; so anewe?^ at you’re 

hid V* 

Said he, I thiok 1 reaWjr should want wisdom t did/^ 
Said JuKO, **yoii shall ^ the richestihe^Mieid in the land, 
If me, as best, you’ll give that golden renoet in* your hand 
Said Vei^us, that youM die for Nell ttiose love*»ick look* 
declare, 

Then pray give me that apple, and 111 make you two a nAtr.” 

A match V* he cried, through love of NelL Thus Vekus won 
the field, 

But Juno by her peacock swore, and Fallas by her shield, 
The match theyM spoil ; and so they did t for, when he'd his 
desire, 

It proved a match that tit a dame to set old Troy on dre, 

lira, lira la. 


4. EPITAPH ON I3AAC RKAO. 

A (FliCBaAT].D 

Reader, by these f6ur lines take heed, 
And mend your life for my sake, 
For you must die like Isaac Read, 
Tho' you read till your epei ache. 



5. THE liANI> IN'THJJ OC^iAN. 

In the midst of the sea, like a tough man of war, 
Pull away, pull away, yo ho them I 
Stands an island iwuips^iilg all islands by far, 

If you ddubt it you've only to g^ there ; 

By NaPi’uira Twas built upon Ffeedom's %m base. 
And for ever ’twill last, Fve ^ notion ^ 

All the world I defy to produce such a pthee,*^ 

FuH away, pull puU awk^, IHxU I say 1 
As the hisat Vit of iaba in the ocean* 



46 


^4 with frto^ant pride, 

FliH KPvrny, pwti aimy so otevert 
*niey Ve aft swotc as how they WOiild come alongside, 
AnSi destroy Ae poor island itwr evet. 

But Britannia is made of such durable stuff, 

Asia 80 tightly she’s ri^d Tre a notbU^ 

She'd mm giaa-ihe saucy e?>ougb,^ 

PiuU asray, pull away, pull auws^y, pUli I »ay I 
If they $mSk at ^^land in the 

There was How%eirer bold in the glorious cause, 

Bull away, puu away, so stout» boys 1 
Who gain'd on the Ist day of J^unei Buoh applause, 

And put ev*ry foe to the rout, boys. 

The next was Bt. ViUcsitt, who fcioW up a dust. 

As the Spaniards can tell^ t*re a notion : 

For they swore not to strike, says he, damme but you must , 
Ftdl away, pull away, piiH away, poll 1 say * 

To the lads of the land in the ocean. 


Adam Dukcak cUme neatt, 'twas in autumn, you know, 
Pull away, pull away, so jolly, 

That he made big Mynheer strike his flag to a foe, 
Against wheun all reaiitanee was folly ; 

And they sent, as you yWre not quite a dunce, 

But a sad story h<m% T^e a notion ; 

So Duitcan be beat a lybule WwKm at once^ 

Pull away,^nllAwayApttll^awaj» puW \»ay i 
What d'ye think of the m the ocean t 


Next the Frenchmen hgaiti they came in for their share, 
Pull away, pull away, so hearty, 

For Nei^ioh ha eat all lha wmM 4a a stare, * 

And land4ock'd the groat Bonaparte ; 

Then he beat them again^ when with Bpaiudiey’d combined, 
Till they all ware done Up, Fua a notkm, 

When victory’s mtM didt^Ohra entwine. 

Pull away, pM awa|v1p«^%wiiy, pull I suy f ' 

And peace ^ O^hni ^ ^ 
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a A>a)#lno 

<*;^poirda(|o0drope, Eiiddwii 

The Grecians came mamag loTroy, 

The Trojans W0»* 10 meet 'im^ 

It*$ known k> omjh 

How the GreefsnUkmy hoim^j^onkm^nnA heat 'em t 
No hoase could that day be endured 
Th^ made 'em too hot Ibt thahoUeira, 

And Eneas, uot hemsf lasi^d, 

Set a£i wnk hia dad on hia 4ioMidKi|ait 
Hislbytune hntxMm tke ooO^mp 
You'ae heard 9Whatpeia>ie^risg»ato^ 

To Dino he told with ehiotion^ 

Jubcs tenovare doleaed/^ 

Her Majesty wasn’t oBTetided^ 

For he was the of!>»pui;ig Venus, 

Whom she ^vc halt-a-T<»^ap» when he endAd, 

And said, Let us gorom heiMiecn ws*^' 

H*er heart tm she gave xadixidad. 

And, when he toai^ Wa#*f^pamg, 

Poor Drno said to him, ptay why ^ 

** You taka up the trade aC Ihla^wcanng ^ 
i‘ Your followers call you *pim/ 

** Your tmiwwta address fow as *jpat0r/ 

** Yet, iil^ in this manner ywa % tu« 

** I Jkaow of no yagahemd gpwRator/' 

Said he, If the oaiiaeyou'd^e leowwitig, 

To give you, wu tmnn4^mtmgot 
To justify me m my gWilig, < 

But that I can’t etay may longer/’ 

** At least, then,’’ said «ne» ** J>ear Eirr as, 

If ever you Wf^ IhiM, 

When yeufre oomihf ?thfcwa^ call and see m 
Thhaka he, f l&bt* '* 

th^, W4me, 

« He's off with hts bmen penates, 

Hie dandited, nmmfomimn, 

** And that rascal, his Fidm^mhate^ r 
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A oofd roundi her neck she extended, 
The one end a bed|H>»t was tied to ; 
Tm sorry the story’s so ended. 

But there was an end of Dino ! 


7. FABlb;. 

THE MAN, TUB fiOV, ANO ASR. 

Gaffei* Grist, Gaffer's son, and his little jackass. 

Trotting along the road. 

Through a gossiping, straggling village must pass. 

Before they could reach their abode ; 

Master Johnny rode Jarky, which old Gaffer led. 

The villageis thought the boy monstrous ill ‘bred, 

So they made honest Gaffer get up in his stead, 

Tiotting along the road. 

Th^ didn't go far, ere they heard people talk, 

Trottmg along the road, 

Ashow it was stupid for either to walk. 

Before they could reach their abode. 

So hath rode • when, proud of his horse and hjis pelf, 

A farmer cries, “ Down ! would you kill the poor elf ^ 
If you wur an ass would you like it yoursell’?" 

Trotting along the road. 

Next they carried the jackass, who never said nay, 
Trotting along the road I 
But all changes endur’d, like the vicar of Bray, 

Before he would quit hts abode : ' 

Yet e'en this wouldn’t please every ill-natur'd tyke, 

And therefoie this moral must forcibly strike. 

We should manage our jackasses just as we hke, 

While trotting along the road I 


8 . mm 

anu uakus i iia, turn or bsmjs. 

Of Eneas and Dido when^slngitlg, some people said I was at 
home, 

But abroSad 111 the Ganges be ringing, atlid try at the 
building of Home; ' ^ 


3 
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A sub|ect to yield ye delight^ t>ut of which, if the whole I 
display. 

By the pow’is* IVI tiight, becttude Rome 

wasn’t built in a day,. 

RifFA Svlvia, Uke Cupid^s own moUw, witfa hai^ 'tb my 
story begins, 

As told in soine ballad ot other, oiie morning had two oi 
three twiaa; 

She’d an uncle who gave her no <}uarier, who worn that ilie 
brats they both should 

In the Tiber be drown'd with Thames water, like two pretty 
babes in the wood. 

Having made up his mind to this murder, he thought it best 
done out of hand ; 

Then relented, and took dm no /ardfer, but laid ’em both 
down in the strand^ 

Wheie one Mrs. Wolf wasUonta&t^ to nurse ’em, and tache 
’em to speak, 

So, as Sunday-schools wasn^t ni'imited^ poor boys I they got 
flogg’d all the week ! 

Notwithstanding the parties are dehd, their ingratitude I 
must bewail ; 

But these lads took it into their head, on t%ie schoolrhaster's 
rod to turn taili: 

So to sea they went vagabondizing, with many a fellow and 
weneh* 

And their Ffeef, wbiiA wad Very surprising, was mannd from 
the boys of the B$nch, 

In Italy landing so pretty, where fortunes by singing are 
made. 

They all began building a cii]^, and foon were m fait at the 
trade : ^ 

Till O’Ramus, to breed a ipnde jokes of ihb plan 

they’d laid doWn, 

And he’d of a City ho ndtioii, he liked the West-end 

of town.” * 

Overhearing him talk in thisJfashion, ti2.ua thought it 

unkind, ^ 

And dew in a devH’a^o^ pas3|0ii, with a Belcher he 
kisock^4 out his wm4^ 
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Was crown'4, and next day, like a sinner, scarce sorry for 
what he had done. 

Ax’d all the MisaSantHEs t&Amner> and married them every 
one. , / 

Thus he took his full swing of renown^ when he ought to have 
swung in a rope. 

And Eo»r£ it was knock’d np and doSvn* till it fell in the lap 
of the Pope; 

From the Pope Nafpt boned it, so civil ; and, faith ! as the 
matter now stands, 

Tho’ folks call’d him a comical divle,~it might have got into 
worse hands. 


0. APOLOGY FOH A SONG. 


The cloth taken out, and fresh liquor brought in, 

Von ask for a song, and expect 111 begin ; 

When a man’s once knock’d down, there's no saying 1 won’t, 
He may sing if he likes, and he must if he don't . 

Fol de rol, See. 

Tlmt point being settled, I come to the next, 

And now, like the parson, 1 look for iny text; 

For in writing a song ’tis as Well, without doubt, 

To be able to tell what the ditty's about. 

Folderol, &c. 

Should my song treat of physic, you’ll call it a pill, 

And ask, can I think such good company ill ? 

Should I sing about law, ' twill yoUir ^tience oifl^nd, 

For with that once begin, and you’ll ne’er find the end. 

Fol de rol, &c. 

Or why about w ae should I drum in your ears, 

Or bore 3^0 with mortars or tall grenadiers ? 

To put wine in my ^ng I wei;e,!easily able, 

But isii^t there pieiity of that on the table ? 

V/, ■ , ^?lderol, &c. 


For politic rnatlm^ai dare lidt'ltwo “plhs, 

,Nor T#]i»e a button tho Aa Ins ^ 

Wh'afs your song l^en afeouit you may cry in a huff ; 

Wig;, I think—'tii jitmut— long 

_ r wide foi, dee. 
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10 * ; 

O talk no more of Emperor Nap, a greater king is Cupid, 
Who decks the wise with fell/s cap, and ahimatei tfhfe atupid^ 
Of archery he wears the ^rown, the p]i:iw6 of boWa aM' arrows, 
Whose aim at atUi tir^gs the^ doir^ like wwodlarks, 
snipes, and sparrows. 

Old Jt; PITER, of love so full, (the fact I lay before ye j 
Became a swan, a cloud, a bull, and courted con ambre^ 

And when fair Danae on hhn frown'd, he, in the shape 
beguiling 

Of five and twenty thousand pounds, turn’d all her frowns 
to smiling. 

Bluff Mars was taken by surprise ; Alcides learn’d to spin, 
sirs ; ^ , 

But, leaving gods to mind the with mortals TU begin, 
sirs; — 

For Cleopatra all must grieve, in love no lady kinder. 

She lost her life before she’d leave her Antony behintl her. 
But Pyramus, thy love was small> for what a soul must hu 
be. 

Who couldn’t climb a garden^ wgll for such a girl asTaisuE; 
When Mistress Orpheus died, goo^ lack! her spouse, ere he'd 
renounce her. 

Went to old scratch to fetch her back, — but that must be a 
bouncer. 

Old Troy by Hemn wra^t in flame, through Paris once 
y^as undone. 

And Paris wish’d to do the same, but not for love of 
London; 

Miss Hero, she put out her lamp, while watching for 
Leander, 

Who swam till he had caught the eMmp, and perished like 
a gander. ‘ ^ 

But, lest of love I sing too Idhg, and tedious you should 
think it, - 

0ne wish sincere sWl Chd^^ aud if you nlease we’ll 

'drink itT' ' ' I /s i'/ ’ , 

May beau|^ii| ^il^^ lon^lW^ire, ndf tricks of iabled stoiy. 
But ]jdve*ihd Hymen light hnre to lead to deeds glory. 

E 2 
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tl. SAtAM BORtl. 

1 td>»^ t» tha pton, /•Tt CT JT can 

O ! Kilmurrymtu^lM^ahafi’s a fJiace you would bless. 
Where whisky coBt$ nothing, and butternulk less ; 

And Its near to that same is a neat little spot. 

Where my grandfather’s grandfather dwelt in his cot : 
Whose children, from Dennis to Terence and Pat, 

Each stuck up a peg for a traveller's hat. 

For 'twas land of their own, where the murphies fiist gn 
And they all weie descended from Brian Bouu. 

In our garden, to charm both the eye and the no'^e, 
Nature always seem’d dressed in her holiday clothes. 
And so sweet was the smell of the whisky we bn w'd, 
That a pig in the parlour woul^ sometimes intrufle 
Then at the assizes I’ve ta’en up a broom, 

To leather a cow from the counsellors’ room : 

For we let OffT a chamber as other folks do, 

M ho may not he descended from Brian 13c ri . 

But sweetest of all was that beautiful maid, 

At the door of whose cabm I’ve oft left my spade ! 
From the window she’d peep, id e a sly fairy elf, 
Crying, ** Mister Killrooney, get <»ut wid yourself!” 

“ If you stop till I open the wicket, my dear, 

** ril be making a noise which no6orfy can hear;’* 

Then I always behav’d as all gentlemen do. 

Who, like me, are descended froHa Bkxan Bohu. 


I». THE HEAHT of a sailor. 

^sn’t the ladkiSi or trowsers blue, 

The song, or ^ grog so cheerly. 

That she^ na tl|ia of » seaman true. 

Or tell us his sinoerely. 

^Ttsthe howW v^ntnrii^ life, 

Where the splrilsW Pfndence might fad her, 
In. he*U for IBritannia and Smgj, 
And tihis shews ithe HBAA 1 D of a sallisn^l , 
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*Tisn*t liifi mernmeat kindted 

By the cash oft too qiiiokty eitpendod ; 

Tisn't his goipg to sea for more, 

Wlien the store io the kicker is ^oded. 

'Tig the hour of distress, tthen Uppieibss 

And virtue itids^sorrow assai} tfe|^ ^ 

Tis the bosom of grief made ^tad by imticf, 

That pictures the heaft of a sailer \ 


13. A POETkAlT. 

Tv8rs^lV«A!ir Hfyntd. 

'I WO nnd twenty miles frpm town, on a hill, on a hill, 

’Mill i^iei n moss and heather brown, near a rill, 

In .1 wild sequester’d spot, IVe a very little cot, 

Winch to see shall be your lot, when you will. 

Either side a simple hatch, there’s a seat, there's a seat, 

And no barriei buf a latch will you meet 5 
Nought your entrance to oppose but some straggling bmucb 
that grows 

From the woodbine and the rose> blended sweet. 

Every flower of every hue, class or kind, class or kind, 
Scarlet, yellow, white, or blue, there you*!! find : 

And tho*^ there we are denied those gay scenes the town 
supplied. 

We’ve a little London pride ^ left behind. 

Should you think my roof too low, as you stand, as you 
stand, ^ ' t, 

WeVc an easy chair, you know, close at hand; 

And my floor, tho’ like my lays, His bat poor, is deck’d with 
baiise (bays) 

And my hearth cato boast |a btaase, at cotnmapd^. » 

With no new^db foireigii stored, 

But plain fowl al^^fttsb-catight flab ^ board s 
And, instead of ^<^ied |Q4l^ySome,i;i^ your mirth 

provokes, ' 

When he laughs at master^ jokes, oft encore<I. 
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To kill care, tho* weVe no t^ay, ball or rout, ball or rout, 
Yet books and musk gay keep him out : 

And no carnage tho’ we we've good thick- soled boots 
and shoes 

To expel unwholesome dews, and the gout. 

From the cabin where we rest, you ascend, you ascend, 

To the bed we call the best, for a friend ; 

No draperies there invite, but simple green and white, 

And when weVe said **good night/' there's an end. 


14, MAY WE NE'ER WANT A FRIEN1> OR A BOTTLE TO 
GIYE HIM. 

From the first dawn of reason that beam’d on my mmd, 

And Uught me how favor’d by fortune my lot. 

To share that good fortune I still was inclined. 

And impart to who wanted what I wanted not 
Tis a maxim entitled to every one's praise, 

When a man feels distress, like u man to re In ve hnn, 

And my motto, though simple, means more than jt sa)", 
“'May we ne’ei want a friend oi a botrlc to give him I" 

The heart by deceit or ingratitude rmt, 

Or by poverty bow'd, tfao’ of evils the least, 

The smile of a friend may invite to content, 

Aiul we ail know content is au excellent feast, 
rris a maxim entitled to every one's praise, 

When a man feelfe distress like a man to relieve him. 

And my motto, tho' simple, mmm more than it says, 

“ May we ne’er want a friend or a bottle to give him !” 


15. ON SEEING A CENOTAPH AT GREENWICH, 

OOAlMtSMORAl^aN OV “ T«* BAUD OI THE NAVY.'* 

Stop I shipmate, stop ! He can’t be dead, 

His lay yeUwea to memory dear, 

His spirit, mnrely tApt a-hewd, 

Will yet commas* Jack’s smile and tear. 

Still 4ii my ear the resound, 

That stcinm’d the at the Noub^ ' 

t each hope of mirth’s aground, \ 

Should CbauleV be indeed no more 1 
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The evening wntqh, the bounding lea4;^ 

Will sadly miss old CnARt*»y*B Une 
Saturday Night may go to 

His sun IS set no more to shine ! 
Sweethearts and Wive^s/’ tho* we may sing. 
And loast, at sea, the girls on shore, 

Yet now 'Us quite another thing, ^ ^ 

Since CuAEnrY spina the yarn no more ♦ 

K Ratilin’s story now who'll tell ^ 

Or ehronule each boatswain brave, 

The sailor i> kind lastonan fell 

W^ith him who sung the soldt&rs grave ' 
Poor Jack » Ben Backstay I hut, belay I 
Starboaid and larboard, aft and fore. 

Each from his blow may swab the spiay* 

SuK (' tuneful Cnaaj-fcY is no more * 

The f apstan, compvss, and the log, 
ill oft his Muse to memory bung, 

And, mIk n all hands wheel round the grog, 
lhe> il dinik and blubber as they sing 
For grog >\as often ( jiarley's tborne, 

A double spa it then it boie, 

It sometimes seems to me a dream 
That such a spiiit is no moie * 

It smoothed the tempest, c heel'd the calm, 
Made each a hero at his gun, 

It even proved for foes a balm, 

Boon as the angry 6gbt was done 
Then, shipmate* check that rising sigh, 

He's only gone a-head before, 

For even foremast-men must die* 

As well as CiiAiiLEV, now no nimre. 


m On the Mimtage of HioUaho Fiw6b» Eso. to MaSv LAHao^ 
of ffktoofn&o 

At leng& I am Ftm whsn the knot was tisd^ 
Bald Mary to Dicky oC MelcoiOjjba* 

“ Thank fortune you orf >*' the glad husband replied, 
And not more Fres than welcome^ 



17. THE NEURO. 

Great way off at aea, #h^ii home 1 beeuee, 

Buckraman steal me feooi de coast of Guinea; 

Christiati massa f»?ay, call me heathen dog^gee. 

Den I run away^ very much he flog^e ! 

Ching, chmg, &i 

White man bring me here, and good Christian itmkee. 
Lady fair, O dearl for a fpotman takee : 

Stand behind her chair, play at cards for guinea, 

Always she play fair, yet she always wimiee. 

Lady run a'way, den do ls.wyer takee, 

Latin word he say , ^d great rogue he makee : 

Poor man den I saw, go to law «0 funny, 

He have all de law, massa ail de money. 

Alter dat I go, wid de doctew livee. 

Hold him hand out so, — ^and de fee dey givee ; 

Dey be fool enough, xnassa make great fussee, 

(jrive de patient stuff, and make de poor man woisti 

At tor man so gay for a sarVee hire me, 

IVatcedy he play, playhouse neVer tire me; 

Massa often die, den good wine he qnaffee, 

All de people cry, 1 and maa^a laughee. 

Neger girl I see, love her sweet as honey, 
boon she marry me, she and I get money ; 

Happy she and I, live among oui belters, 

Heaven jgo wheh bucit^aman will let us. 

Ching a ring, &r 


l8. CUFIll AN irishman. 

l^t poets berhyme master Cupid, and talk of h{b mam and 
his dad^ 

By my conscience wa'ns to stupid, we know he's an 

Irish lad : , ^ ' 

He wheedles »o, Oeb botlnN^tiou ! *twae there I first found 
onitbeiogue, ^ ^ 

And Ml it to the nation the langufage of love is 
il^nuoaoe. ^ 
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Old JupntR oft went waii rakish, polite, de- 

bonaire, ^ 

Was paitial to bill^g and cooing, m4 knew koir Co Calk to 
the fan ; 

El iioPA he loved to ditCraoticm* with Ch£ panaam liia heart 
was iallj ^ 

That, to prove it of Iriah her off on a 

Bull. 


Ifl. FROM THE ALBUfd OF A BLU?!. 

() the old British poets are alt my delight. 

They Ticks i l my fancy from mornkig till night, 

Whin d Suckling so Gav, Td go Swift to my pallet) 

To Si i?i L points from Cutlek, or smart hjt$ horn Mallei, 
To mt Bn rn was gentle^ and Gaav ever Young, 

I with PaooM su ept the lyre> 

Altho* 1 had, Prior, 

With Akenside read what a Savaoi? once sung, 

In a hOi V \Y Fd bup, in a I>ry pen would dine^ 

If CoopTR and Butler would furnish the wine 
Tho’ no papist Fd Siiake^steak in aid of A. 

And 1 Burns (tho* no Camf Belle) for Pleasurefof Hope 
With Richard’s Son, Tom’s Son, or John’s Son, Fm sure 
1 could live upon Lanpsdown, or die on a Mooiie, 

And hAd-I-^soN, daughter^ or friend, hating rhyme, 

Like a Crabre rd~but wait, and Fil tell you neKt tune 


ao. THE WIGJU« OF »tA7Al« ARTBULEHY 

When Vulcan forged tho holts Of Jove 
In Etna’s roaring g^ow, 

N^une petitioned he tni^t prove 
Their use and power bdow; 

But finding hi the bouhdlese doep 
Thotr thunders did hut idly afe^. ^ 

He wiCli ihem Bdlrlfihtdk¥4iaed, 

To guaid ftom foes her native land. 
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liOng may she own 4^e ^loiious nght^ 
And when through cipcling dsune 
She daits her thunder m the fight. 
May justice ^uide her aim. 

And when opt>osed in future wars, 

Her soldiers brave and gallant tars 
Shall launch her fires from every hand. 
On every foe to Britain's land. 


21. BOB AND KITTY. 

When Kitty Clover came to town 

She'd cherry cheeks^ and her hair was Ivrown, 

^ith a hey down ! derry deny down 

Bui lord ! how Lunnun alteis alL 
She wears a wig, tho’ she’s no call, 

And her cheeks be whiten’d like a wall, 

Wi’ a h( y down, d'c. 

When Robin Redpole left his dad, 

He wur a stout-built countiy lad, 

Wi’ a hey down, &c 

His feace was plump, and hair was red, 

But to dress il smart in town, 'tis said, 

He ha’ cropp’d ev’ry morsel off his head, 

Wi’ a hey down, &c. 

Kate lost the colour off her check, 

And bought aome more in less than a week, 

Wi’ a hey down, &c 

And what adds most to out surprise, 

Throu^^h a squinting glass our llobin spies, 

As thof’ with his hair he lost both his eyes, 

Wi’ a hey down, 

When 1 heard in a church they’d grace to wed, 

1 tliougbt thef were better folks had ^emd, 

\Vi' a hey dipwn, <fec. 
But a Lumiun vop soon made great strife, 

Kate swore she lov'd nn more than Kfe, 

And Bob rmn away wi^ another man’s wife, 

Wi’ a hey down, Src. 
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Then, lads and lasses stay at home^ 

Nor wish, like Kate or Bob to roam^ 

Wr a h^y 4own, drc* 

To nature stick, leave off disgUiso, 

Keep hdir and colouir, shape tod cyes^ 

And when wed, why, keep your snonste likewise^ 

Wf a bey down ! derry deny down. 


22 THE WAY TO GRETNA. 

Love lay lurking in a del),— ^ 
f was ilicu but just silLteeii, — 

‘♦Miss/’ said he, ** pray can you tell 
Afe the way to Oretna Green T* 

I pretending not to know 

Who he was, with smiles replied, 

“ I.ove alone the road should sliow, 

And Tin in want of awch a guide/' 

Love! why, lady, love is blind'” 

Sir, I doubt if that bo true. 

Now and then, fair maidens find, 

Love can see as well as you/' 

“ Oh, but 1 have heard folks tell, 

Love’s at once a sage tod dunce 
“ Yet, Sir, I found him very well, 

Very well indeed, for once/’ 

‘‘ Gretna Green’s a sad disgrace,” 

Said he, where frolic Hymen reigns. 

Bat Vulcan has usurp’d bis place, 

And only forges iron chains 
♦‘That may be u faot,^’ said 1, 

“ But for myself the judge Til be, 

And very much shou}d like to tty 
My luck, if love would go with me.” 

2^ TWO LAWYRW&^A VsniTaiaK Eto&y- 
TwoliSWyhrs, d^e mind me, once dwelt in our town, 

They were though! very wide by each country clown: 

Each had a long head, nay, what’s more, a long purse, 

And, if one wa« a rogue, why the other was worse. 

Fol de roJ, Arc. 
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One met me a^eld, I wae plongbing my ground, 

And zwore that 1 ovred 'n a hundred pound ; 

Nay, be zwore 1 ehould pay it, however unwilling. 

When, lord help his head, I ne^er ow'd 'n a shilling. 

When my wife heard the tale she deidred me to go 
To the oUier s^ttomey the matter to show ; 

“ Then, says she, ** why Tse warrant we match him, 

For if one rogue you want, set another to catch liim.” 

My attorney he look'd very grave — and, says he. 

My friend, you must first of all give me a fee 
So I down’d with the dust, tho^ I own I was loath, 

For, thinks I, **t3en to one 1 shall have to pay lH>th.” 

“ Now,” says he, let ’fi swear as he will till all’s blue, 

He may swear what he likes, and I’ll swear ’tis all tiue 
“ Why Ix»rd ! sir, you wouldn't ?”-*•-** Nay, don’t be ufiaid, 
Vor an' he swears 'twas hon-owed, Til swear it was paid.” 


2i. JUO, JVO, JVC, THE BOTThES SINOI 

I’ve liv'd a life of some few years, 

Fm fifty-four to-mot row, 

Once for one stmie I shed three tears, 

And min^jsd jay with sorrow. 

Now wis^r grown, I s^om to cry, 

Though hears are wet, and I am dry ; 

So, if a drop TVe in my eye, 

IFg oply when the glasses ring, 

And jng» jngf die bottles sing. 

The friend 1 tifusted, lacdt-k-day I 
Most scurydy abused me \ 

The wife 1 mattied ran 

With faiin who had thus us'd ma^ 

My grief, toh ’ 

COuld only teXll my dr% ^ 

So, if a drop was M eye, 'V ^ 

Tpijrae when glasses tMg, 

And jug, )ug, |iig, the bottles sing. 



Yet think not tbo’ some foMc:s Are ba4. 

f li nsago me sulking. 

From duty"'4^eatl old Mutt's thu ]ad^ 
Who ne'er was fond of skulkin|^« 
While love fenP Britain wets my eye# 
tike ev'ry tar my beat 111 tty 
To thrash herfoe^ t jaad,wb|p^ Tm dii 
Drink all her bhr ai|6eeo and 1 

While j«g‘> the bottles ain^ 


24J. THEATMCAt NOfarOTtfOl^AW. 

WttlWKSr tS 9 

4 

Oil well-a-day I ah, woe is met I 
‘‘ Seeing what IVe'seen, and what f see,” 
Since when a play improved the age. 

And little Daw »aced the stage! 

Old Dkury would in turn excel. 

Next CovEKT Gardeiv plea»*il m well. 

Till lords and lawsuits chatiHg^d; the law. 
And taste exclaim'd, Je n'entend past” 

To Drury grand committfiies came. 

And management meant mali^tig game ; 
Kxnnairo and Peter MoOr% M.P« 
Agreed to always dvstagtee / 

And Lamb and Fssax, midst the fun. 
Own'd, more they did the less was done; 
And Byron, quizzing all ho S4li.w, 
Exclaim'd Messieurs, Js n'entend ' 

Thus things went wrong i^cmg could he 
When UP arose the Grea^t 1 

And really tried the best hb nnuld 
To prove the host dould do no good. 

Foot Bonn^, wfidt no small 
Found idl |ehe at hii^r expen^m 
Till for^^jmhster Duury saw 
A sort of AataaiCiAW l^ontongpaw I 
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Old stagers now beheld with pain 
The TtiEATan EKnaKAL Daurnf Lanr^ 
Where brilliant stars began to fade. 

While under Price got tmerpaidi 
The Yankee stripes then ceased to fly. 

And music-shops and captains vie, 

Which most c6uld prove -a Johnny Raw 
In what they certainly n'entend pas. 

Meantime poor Covesstt Oart>ek fell 
And rose, how oft no tongue can tell : 
George Roeins (pleas’^d by turns, or loth 
To help each Housc^ or knock down both,) 
A loan entreats,-— the town befriends, 

And Fatstny K- her talent lends; 

When here the next lessee we saw, 

A genuine Monsieur Nontongpaw 1 

Our autlmifs long have learu’d to dance 
To Paris for new plays from Prance ; 

And now we saw our actors too 
To make their way must parlez-voiis : 
Macbeth held talk with weird ** 

And Hamlet cried “ fi done, ma 
While Shylock to fair Poitia^s law 
Said, ** Blesh ma heart, je nonjtongpaw !” 

The Minors grew, their playbills say. 

Quite equal Shaksebare^s dreams to play ; 
Or else attractioii took the aid 
Of beauty to support the trade. 

To ladies’ claims whoe’er was deaf? 

Where mistress W. or jP., 

Or Madame V* dispens’d the law 
As well as Monsieur Nontongpaw. 

The drama’s laws her patrons give, 

** And those must 'please who please to Kve 
And yet I sigh for tlmse ^st days 
When Britit^ men Wrote Bridsh plays. 

And tbo’ we’re ever pleei^ed to view 
Ameri-c<E in merry cuCf ^ 

0he ought not to our $mge give law w ^ ^ * 
No mbiw Monsieur Nontongpaw. 
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Once children played instead of men^ 
Which never may we face again ! 

And, tlio' oui stage the iadie# graoe^ 
Their mcmagement !a out Of place. 

Ob, soon may native dramas blnne. 
And foreign aid and girls divine 
All duly pi iced, gam dtie eclat^ If 
Then none will cry nVotetj^ pmt 


26 THE VORKSHmEMAN. 

WAITTPN Pon jonpr SltfftRV. 

By the side o* a bug that stands over a brook, 

I were sent betimes to school, 

I went wi'tbe stream^ as 1 studied my bobk, 

And were thought to be no small fool 
I ne'er yet bought a pig m a poke. 

To gi' Old Nick his due, 

Yet f ha’ dealt wi’ Yotksbire folk. 

But I were Yorkshire too. 

I were pratty well lik’d by each village maid, 

At races, wake, or fau. 

For my father had addlea a vast m tiade. 

And I were hib vson to a hair. 

And seeing I did not want for brass, 

Gay maidens came to woo, 

But tho’ I lik'd a Yorkshire lass, 

Yet I wore Yorkshire too. 

Then to Lunnun by father I ftent 
Genteeler manners to see. 

But fashtpn’s So deat — I came back as I went, 

And so they madO nothing o’ me 
My kind relaltona would soon ha’ fouiad out 
What were best wi^ my money to do, 

But, says I, my dear cousinn, I thank ye for nought, 

I’s not to be by you# 

For I’m Yorkshire, Ac. 
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$t. SONO. 

t:n rm <s«*,R.icW f>i -rdM 

QBADi^li yi b^i^; ;Sifld for why? ^ 

It hacpimti'd m ^be Ut of Angimt ; 

He ne^T wo^ldJb^ but that he chanced to die, 

A week be|^re tk^ Ut of 

I lived withbitii su» itsher, when he tatight school night mid 

Attd, W&BIt tke pre^y tiide boye Iheir lessons coudn't say, 
This critel‘«hearte4 gave 'em — leave to go and pUv, 

All in the month 6f Atignst. 

Except a dossen duck-feggf d ladies^ everybody owns, 

Ja May dr Jnite, July or August, 

Thare never was a nicer gii^ than little Jenny Jones, 

Bright amt comely as the tBoon it August, 

She kept Ohadiah's house, which I bought in days of bliss, 
And thought f4 hire 11^ iMd, whom ho one ever thou^^ht a 
mzss; 

Gave her wages, ten, and sugar, vafls, and, now and then— 
but this 

Was Wot upon the 1st August. 

They laid a little {bundling m a great squire's bed. 

This happen'd on the 1st of Augusts 
Being pretty, it was very IStViboth Jane And me, ’1 was said, 
All m the mon^^ Ankhstt 

And thd dossen mighty ^ad to dhd a daw, 

Because poor Jenny disikfi^csr## ttmy Ima it down as law, 
That she and WS matter how^ had made a A>x% paw. 

Ail in the tnanth of August. 

The smiire would not listen to a word I had to say, 

AU mtheim^hnf Ai^ ^ 

And neighbours catne and my httle scholars all away, 
This was In the month of 

My wife haCdfed, and^«|md^ obe orfed ’twa^ t% fmh^ great 
and ^ V ^ ' 

Bo 1 oh>Se4 my mnoo}, much f grieve mf sorrows to 

ti0 W I M mt idH 

AudJ ip|0iAnh 0 the of August % 
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M. THE CfltKBAB nrsiIjBJlECflOSr.. ) 

rnoM VBB "tB/Ctn , , 

» Retollloa lay in hi* «hd iMliMwf 

Thrice all China rang, when hot^httil4ed H^K-WjJfcro 
With traitors dared cot^ine. 

And thrice more it rung, when fialaer 
Doubled the rebel line 5 

But worst of the three, when wicked iCwAisn-^SEB. 

Rang out the number nine I 

The EMricaoR tall, m Celestial Hall, 

Said to Mandarin 

Go hang up Hooic-WAiifo„ or bang the gang 
“ Of that province, before me to die. 

‘‘And next to Hi-Ho,’' he said, rapidly go 
“And take with you TurANKCi^ToNt^TEi ; 

'Ere the next gong has rung, cutout every Qua jro^To won e, 
“And extinguish all pyes in KwanO-Sek." 

Then said Mandarin Ho, beginning to ermv^ 

“ Had I Empire m our side I’d bet it/' 

Said Hi, “When all’s done, tho’ an Empire you won, 

“ I wish you’d not wish you might get It.” 

Besides said Ho-Hi, beginning to cry, 

“ There’s more risk than our mgsto supposes, 

“ Should the rebels once win, their leader Lono-GHm 
“ 1$ a devil at cutting off noses 

Each mandarin flew, with bow, beft and bamboo. 

And the thing was done d^^iles. 

On a hook Hoojk- hung^ and they cut out each tongue 
In Quaijg-Tvno, and all (^es^ln 
This merciful song,* sung by Ho and Loao-|*OKo, 

And Ho-Hr toc^ a day but in all, 

As Mandarin llo, \ ^ ^ 

Through a hole ^ Imaveoly walk * 

• In limguage of tlw CbSnciM*, dt-eds are often railed aongv, 

r 
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te TB£ BIltTU, AKD CHRftrrSNmO OF 

, " n«Nl^ BRCtORnODERY. 

WRlimvi f«i« HR* JFOUNSTONS 

] was bofUi) onc^ at home, when my mother was oat 
In her reckoning, an acddleht brought about ; 

As for honours, and such kind of fun, 

Tho* soibe boait of forefathers, yet I had but one. 

Dorry down, down, down, derry down 

Our cottage wats fill’d, tbo* ’twas not very big, 

With poultry and picture, three chairs and a pig ; 

Our dog was caird Dennis ; our cow, Paddy Whack ; 

But till christen’d 1 hadn’t a name to my back, 

, Derry down, <kc 

When I came to be christen’d, my poor mother saw 
On my face our dog Dennis was setting his paw : 

What’s his name says the priest : '* Down, Dennis/’ says, 

she, 

So Dennis BaotoacooEaY he christen’d me. 

Derry down, Ac. 

I grew up, I got married, And left hi the larch, 

For my wife died bcfbre t could get her to church ; 

I with her was too Ufe,— with ipy second too soon, 

For she brought me a son in the first honeymoon. 

Derry down, &c. 

I was vex’d : And,” says I, “ not to make a great fuss ; 
Three months the priest reckons since he coupled us.” 

That’s right reckoning,” says she, ** for ’tls three months by 
mme, 

And three by yout wtoh together ini^e nine.” 

1 

To Wy this ladf emut aOxt hi 'my 

IfwTUtt otii»F«»pe, hot hwarase^*^ i«)M oeaa^ 

So I iallia|!|fi0ioa«e«ooro(l suppose , 
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My lambkin she sc^id^ the t 

TUI some husbatifb u{> ; 

But tbo’ m a ia»0iie i M m ^ 

Yet, thank fortune, 1 mvitc wf s hifciaig^jiia 

But away with complalaft ; fijir tittyaetf i^Ast Intends 
To g’neve, while my house bdlds such bushels of foieni^f « 

So my fortune 1*11 pocket* wherever it pe* 

And cry, ** Ladtes and gentlemen* thank ye for me***"* 

perry 


so On tke Marriage of Mft Tsrtrr, of Wi^ $9 Miss 

of Muckierohor^* 

He was Pietty and She was Bromn, 

Aye, and p/ain, said old maide in City ; 

Yet he took her to church, and 1*11 Wager a crown, 
She came out again pleased and FteUy. 


31 EPITAPH 

Op <3riuui GoifaswoaTai , a eetehvied Mteer, of f^fitoAtre 

Gold was his idol* his glory, his pndo, 

In riches a true believer; 

On consols and cash m this world he itelled, 

And he died of the yellow feioer. 

A hater of monarchy born and bred, 

He never loved sovereigns till guineas were dead. 


as. ALWAta WELCOME 

At each mn on tha soad I a wabobe oonid And : 

At thn Fleece Td my skin full of ale ; 

The two JMy Brewers w^re quite to my mind* 

At th^ Dolphin I drsy^ like a whuU^ 

Tom Tok at thi pretty gSbdstnff ; 

TheyMcaiWtaf|;*t||i»^r; ® ^ ^ 

And when at the Anpei rd t^pled entidlgh, 

I Weflt to the Devil for more. 

X 2 
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Then rd ^\mp ft sweestNart se anug at the bar : 

At the Ro0e Ttl a so white, 

Few planeU could equal aweei Nan at the Star^ 
No eyes ever twinkled so bright. 
tVe haa many a hug^ at the sign of the Bear . 

In the Sww courted morning and noon, 

And when night an end to my happiness there, 
rd a sweet iittk girl in the Moon, 

To sweethearts and ale I at length bid adieu, 

Of wedlock to set up the sign ; 

Hand’hi^hand the good woman I look for in you, 
And the Ilorfia I hope ne’er will be mine. 

Once guard to the mail, Fm now guard to the fair 
B'*t tho’ my commission’s laid down. 

Yet while the i\ing*s Arms I’m permitted to bear, 
Like a Lion i’ll fight for the Ci jwv. 


5a. KPITAPH 

Ow «f Youth as hid*>ous(it defined in Vey'son he was em^nentlj^ 
amiable in Disposititm, 

Bo little graced bj Nature, ’twould appear 
That he was formed to shock the kindest eye. 

So good ! His ugliness alone lies here : 

For the soul’s real beanty nekr can dic- 


54. THE jniSH DUEL. 

Potatoes grow in Limerick, and beef at Bally more, 

And buttermilk is beautiful, but that you knew before ; 

And Iriftlincien love pretty girls, but none could love more truf' 
Thau little Paddy Whaclcmackrack lov’d Kate O’Donohoo. 

Now Katty was as neat a lass as ever tripp’d the sod, 

And Paddy bora with equal grace a musket or a hod; 

With tJfoWel and with bayonet by turns the hero chose 
To build up hcwises for his friends, and then to charge his foes. 



G9 


When penile people fall in love's never at a loss 
To find some ug^ly cnstomeirs their crews; 

And Paddy found no little trouble from a rivstlSWmU, 

Who kept the Cat abd Cucumber in CauUflower4ajiae* 

The youth was named Mackirkincroft, a very dkpper elf, 
Whose clothes they fit him neatly, for he ntadc them all 
hJmself ; jr 

A tailor blade lie was by trade, of natty boys the broth, 
bet ause he always cut his coat according to lus cloth, 
but Paddy knew tlie feelings of a gentleman, it hurts 
i'o Hnd another ungcuteelly sticking in hia skirts ; 

Sn suit a Lhiillenge without fear, for, tlio' he wasn't rich, 
ih < idl d hl^)^eif a geutleinan, and still behav’d as sich* 
A;.ukjiky too rrood uninners knew, for be, as it appeals, 
i » Pi(]<h ^^rotefoi leave that he might cut off both his cais; 

Pal, lv) that, ill style polite, as ^ou may well suppose, 
VI y i ai ^ you’ie ve^v weteomc to, but fiist I’ll pull your nose, 
rht vdion and where wms settled fair, when Fat, as bold as 

buiss, 

t « vd “ ^ oLi know what wo fight about Mackukycned, 
Alas r’ 

Vud <)u M in haste and not to waste such very precious time, 
<hH‘ pt lin’d without a loading, t'other loaded without prime. 

Then back to back they stood, good lack ! to measure yards 
a score, 

IV I dc kiikiiicro ft such honest measure never frave before; 
lie walk’d soli^ht, that out of sipht ^ull fairly he was seen, 
And Paddy shot a finger-post some half a mile between. 

Ninv Kate and Pat soon afUi that in wedlock’s bands were 
join tl, 

Mik knky he k( pt walking on, and never look’d behind ; 

4n(! ull tlu> ilav his ghost, they say, for he of love expir’d, 
Kecji 4 > v^alking round the finger-post at which lx)ld Paddy 
bred. 


d5 Suu^ hy Mm. BftAHAM, in ihe C^amefer «/ 

Massa Don Dilgq be bother ihe so, 

Nobody know bbw me come a*|d twe gb, 

He loi-get me gioat prmce, bom at W^ram^ko, 
My father Kmg QdAuf So I 
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Him beautiful eubiects^ Queen for him chuni^ 
Him k><m 'em all oea^y till buektaman <fome, 
he imU de whole ik i&t a betUe ol fuml 
' . Whtamaho^ O hui 

Mttoe #ed &ir l«dy^ a eery big black, 

, Bweet Au^amaboo, Kokkarawool 
My nab^e uot den Mui^go, but Chickeuawacic, 
Never such cbief you know I 
Me Sleek Priuee o’ Wales in while feather so tall, 
My ^iueess so large ^ pickaninnies so small, 

Sut de bottle of rum he much better dan all. 

Waramako, O hoi 

One wife not enough, Massa Mithoo have two, 
Nobody know bow dey come and doy go. 

So cros&f oU’a look black while de oder look blue. 
What a poor Mungo do I 
Why whfyi Cappen Buckra again come one day. 
Me take him in corner, and softly me say, 

“ Me give yOu one wife to take t’other awayl” 

Ha, ha, ha ! O ho ! 

Massa say me ou tipsy! stan still like a luau!” 

Oh, oh^ oh, oh! Waramako! 

Me tell him he bid me^do more'dati I can, 

Poor Mungo go, come you so? 

Den down in de cdlir me in^ee my bed, 

Aiid on a mm imwcheon me j^^lowtny head, 

D« world him turn ipundi and 4 c devil him*8 dead. 

> ^ '4 Hfol Wtiramako, O ho ! 


»e. Tl^s: OEATU OF ABERCROMBIE, 

’Twason ^he,«pot%RI^Ai%re oft 
Whem l«^ W ' 

' teievM h ilbriilw 4ayt 

AiisicwoMRtjidK^! 
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4 tr. , ^ 

Her orient <*o|oiirs the^awn had)i)A»t sptead ^ f 
C)*er a field dsat ste^ afaugfiter lied tinted ; 

All wa& dark, save one at tlie cannon’ehpafaie found, 
When the brave Abetcroi^bie received 1 

His comiddes with grief unaffected de^re* ^ w 
Though to Albion's renown he gave pne Ifurifd 
With a mind unsubdued still the Ibe be defied^ 

On the steed which the heio of Acre supplied ? ^ 

Till leehng he soon to fate's sunimoiis muse yield, ’ 

He gave Sidney the sword be no longer could wield. 

His comrades with grief unaffected deplore, 

Tho* to Britain’s renown be gave one laurel mpre. 

The standard of Britain by victory < rown’d. 

Waved over his head while he sank on the ground. 

Take me hence, my brave friends !” he exclauned with a sigh . 
“ My duty’s complete, and co3?tfI»t»©I 


3T. l^feTER PCLLflAUb^ HmUtY 
Near Kew one naorn was Peter boin^ 

At Xamehousu educated ; 

1 learnt to ptdl of Sujnon Scull, 

And a tt^tifh lad waf rated* 

For coat and badgo I'd often iry, 

And whop first oars, 'twas wbo hut : 

While the pretty l^irls wouM avchty cry, 

** O did’nt you hear of a joUy young waterman 
Who at Blackfriars’-bridge used for to ply, 

He feather’d his pars with such skill and dexterity, 
Winning each heart, and delighting eaiA eye. 
When grown a manVt began 
To quit each boyish tu^ion ; 

With old Benbow I sWtf to go, 

And ifcemp4i the toarhw ocfauf 

Tea years 1 w*th bhn or oifeh* 

Aiiid lULW help djej ' , 

' th, lOhpim 


Ata 4 «») 
Yet' 

U keep.r 
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% Ijfe^iy a great grandee 

me thtHS^gb toxtnm's steerage^ 
Ifey ctamee of war a Brkish tar 
May meet Italian x^rage."* 

Now mti»er sent by meeds unkind, 

And in thia island close confined, 

I GHgh for that Tve left behind, 

Secauae it’s a nice little island, 

A right Ittfle, tight little island; 

May its commerce increase, 

And the blessings of peace 
Ixmg glad every heart in the island." 


.'iH. I4TT1E TERESE. 

/ 

A very little while ago was 1 eighteen, and then 
Thouglit little of the pretty tittle things said by the men, 
Yet, if a little sweetheart ask’d rne for a little smile, 

I never kept him waiting but a very liHle while. 

To a pretty l^Hle couutry-church with somebody I’ll stray, 
Then with a little dinner make a merry little day, 

A little dance and supper, and peihapa a little song. 

Shall keep our little party laughing, may be all night long 

Next through a honeymoon we*d tjnaff goodhumoui ’sc up. 

While little ejuarrek would but a little making- up, 

Or if a little family idiould bfm^ a HtM care, 

Why these are little troubles imh girls must learn to bear 


, 36. A OF NAIE». 

My very merry gentle peo^foi ouiy Ikt a minute, 

For, though my son^ it k^^ot lotig, 

There’s something comm ha it. ' 

To sing of nuils, if ycu’fl * 

My sportive Mu$e infondsi n 
A subject that Whu^ 1 < 

at my fingers' oritur'"*' " ^ ^ 

f ^ 1 ■* '*''* ^ 

* Ml kllu^ M liiMt* ckittiMtffI «m Mxid 'Sfibon. 
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The world it is a bag of nails* atid some m yf&ty nucsr ones, 
And some are Jiats and ^harpSi^ 

And some are very dear om^iw ^ i 

WeVc i>pr^s, and spik^ij and sparti^ea, > 

Some little, great, and smatlf w; 

Soini folks lore TiaiU with rndnstroila hsadS) 

\n<l some love none at alb sm 

The bachelor s a hob-nail, *who nists fy ^aut pt use^ sir, 
The miser’s theyVe no wtl$ at all, 
rhcy’re all a pack of scr&u>fi^ sli. 

All enemy would ^et some citmti 
U hire they chanced to roam, sir. 

And rnglishmen, like hammers, would 
Bt sure to diivt them home, sir. 

The doctor nails you with his which often piovesasorenAil, 
The uuiUitdker wishes you 
Ab dead as any doar-naiL 
YouUl Often find each agent 
Fond of nathng his emploj or, 

The lawyer nails his client, 

And the devil nails the lawyer* 

L)ame Fortune is a bradT-awb and oiieu doeb Conttivc it 
To make each nail go easily 
WhereW she pleai^e to dnve it. 

Then if I gam 3fpi3F kind applpuso 
Foi what I’ve sung or said, sir; ^ 

Then you’ll adi|»t f hare hit 
.The right nail on the Wd* sir. 


10. ALWlABBtiCAI. OOS«!n» 

AuTiiun Ask’d Amt’s 
Bet, Being BskjauimS Ijrta^ 

Coolly Cut CiiABAJU)’* CoAMeotien , 
Dtbo&ah, OicAX iMwied. 

Bleau oil’s Bye, 

FuEDEaiCK’s fktofly Feel#}' ; 

Giuis Gained G«OMAiui>A'-»GiM!d Giliuciil«utl 
HAkkt IMgk IMli. 


4 
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Isaac JsAAEL.*t» Idol) 

JfJMrgr Jeers Jc^kathaii Jotr^ : 

KATiia*ia«iie 1Ln<m9 KB0ok**Ke«ed Ktx Kmi^DrAiiy 
l/tve's (isering Luct*s Loeg'^bones^ 

^ Mart Mee^Mortidcidl^ 

NiCHOtAS I^AWoy Neglects, 

Oi^iv^ti^s Odd OWmtions 

Prove pETtB Poor Pahy Protects! 

Quaker QciMrt H an’s Queer Quibbles 
Hed'RACttct^s Reasons Resist: 

Soft SiMoi»’s SvBiipathy Scribbles 
Tales To Tall TAurtHA Tvrisi • 

Uhs’la Unthinking, Undoing 
Volatile Vaxen iivn’s Vest, 

Wii ii\m’& Wild Wickeder Wooing 
’Xcecds Youtbfuji Zi&niCA’b Zest. 


41. fePITAIJKIKLPS. 

Trwjs— The Spttgr of shelietagh and Shamrw^ ee green 

Foreign muslins and satins are beautiful weai, 

And when France forms the rose that adds grace to the ban , 
Equal joy to the loved and the lover it yields, 

But Will not teiecH^ion bring added delight, 

And prkle, honest ^ride, Swell with at the sight. 

Of native |irodnction Oach BritSab-hbrnnaaid 
Adorning, while no%>1y Sdppbnihg the trade 
Of hardworking btindr^s infantied SriTALPititDs’ 

The soft silks pf JL^vms, there’s none but a JBfar 
Would n^teprue* sim^e to ffitre ’em their due as but fair^ 

And own Gallia her shuttle with cleverness wields, 

But when native beauty appears in her best, 

Which means by her coufitrymoii*a mdustry drest, 

Her feelings much more tbftn dhe ball are a treat, 

Where the heart beats res^smahi^e wRh jov to her feet, 

WhHe she f&ed Ben AjuriaLos. 

Tb<J^i»i^e-i»crcliaat falhf Margot) 

g«i«rt ^^ergvlt. 

And iM ^ WeiM!li|M«ry ftOAti < 
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He shows you their samples in glass or in wood^ 

Then sells you old SugiiMi vintage as gVKid* 

And so may weavers neglected, Wsfeo griHllim ' 

Get paid foreign pnoea for goods of their 
Made by hardworking hundvids in 

Ye beauties of Britain who, glad Witfi ybur , 

Native artists, their smiles will appear m ea^ 

Of the drapery our island-born inditUcy yieMil, 

And think, whert adorpmg the court ana the plhy, 

Grace i effected from 0raHiH4^ makes you more gay> 

While joy sits in the skirts bought of those YOU rtheve, 

Aiid their children, like chciUbs, shall laugh in each sleeve, 
Form’d by haidworking hundreds in lamed Sipiiai rifiLOs. 

May trade lend the linen of Ireland a Ufty 
And ftcntii’s industry be crown'd with due thrift, 

And Walls iairly earn what trom poverty shields; 

May England supporting < ommerciai rights, 

As honestly labour as bid\ely she fights, 

Thus Scotia and Cambria and Erin shall be 
As happy Engiishmeu yet hope to ’see 
The hardworking hundreds or lamed 

v.s. 

Ye MAJOU8 and wiirtras who goyoru Ihe sTaof^ 

Oh! rescue from etraaci’e impOrtatioJttS th# 

^ And ti y what our own nadve imoHect yiehJiSr 
^ Let Lartmyani^ eoHiedies lie op the el^fu 
Let each murder^ms melodratne murder itself. 

And, smiling on authors like Bhj hiuan Kxouxbs, 

For the hkadowi. of plays you’ll get BoniEs and souu. 

From looms truly British Ihuied SnTALFtiiijtts* 


. S' 

' ( ' 1 .'>* 

When Bi»A thd«gh|»i#|i» l^i» 
M full 
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He waked in the boat» and to Chakon he said, 

I wonder we ha'nt better upon Tyburn tree, 

Trim the boat and sk quiet ! item CWmn replied, 

“ For, Jacky, thou wenttst up a puppy to town, 

And now tlion be*st oome baik a monkey V * — 

You may patter to lubbers and swabs, do ye see. 

About — Logie Buchan, Tis Logie the laird, 

He hate> — ^Taught the French to dance a jig, 

While he Sung — Lilywhite muffins ! O, rare ciumpets! 
Smoking hot Yorkshire cakes! hot loaves, and Ptussian cakes 1 
They’re one a penny, two a penny T' — 

Poets berhyme master Cupid, and talk of his mam or his dad, 
By my conscience, weVe not quite ao stupid, 

\V e know he’s — 

Rum old Coniniodore, a tougli old Commodore, 

A fighting old Commodore ; he— 

And moreover than that he’s an Irishman born, 

And llity christen’d him Paddy O’ Blarney; 

In haymaking time he came over one luoni, 

Jolly Dick the lamplighter, they say the sun’s my dad, 

And truly I believe it, siis, for I’m vastly like- — 

A sow pig, or a boar pig, or a pig with a curly tail — 

And as I wander’d thro’ the grove, 

A little bird sang from a spray — 

Past two o'clock, and a cloudy moinmg ^ 

Then round as the hour I meriily cries, 

Another fine mess I discovers , 

h'or some rogues got tlie cow, and they cut ofTher tad, 

And then sent her home to Sing — 

O dear, what <*ah the matter l>c. 

Bother’d from head to the tail. 


4.^. FABLE. 


tOK ANU 

A iuinglfy foK ' 

Some nice rim eo higli, Fal lal la. 

And m itoy nute t|wy say 

T6 iMWM’iSiym ' 

If 3WU cJrti foww dWn yon May, ViH lal la* 
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The fox h‘m notdy Pol W la# 

With expeetatioki fmo!h*d am} Pal tal la. 

lie lickM hi$ Ups for Dwaar ao koui%< ; 

Till he found the prlise beyoiNi hia ’ * 

Then he wenj, and swore the grapes were somrt 

* pa) lal la. 


44. ilusH altBDi-iav 

Vtimir 

You’ll find no aneient rare from Kildare to Monaghan 

Like the Whacks of Ballyknockmedown, they're beauties to .1 
man, 

Their fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers, all were famed in 
martial story^ 

Och, they got the name of lambs, and were chuckful of 
gig and glory. 

Whack, row de dow, &c. 




My father’s first cousin was Baruey OTlauagap, 

Paddy, his brother, you’ll match when you cau again, 
Tlirough a whole regiment there's not such a man again, 
JThough you gallop all round from the rear to the van again 
Then there was Dennis, Old Fick could’ot stand again ; 
And where, when he ended d’ye think he began again ? 


Why, at the town of neat Tralee, 

Where pretty girls as ]|^se am plenty ; 
And yet there’s not a mmd like thee, 

If chosen out of four aUd twenty ; 
Form so slight, -eyes so bright, 

ChGtons So rare, aB so f&, 

Smart and beside «ye 

None looks SO 

Fairs, wlikes, swims, ^ ^ 

Can shew no such faces. 
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Prom Dabik to L(^ndofi^ dowo ioto €ot)c. 

On the CnKgh of Kiidolro/^ 

Not a 8<mt 

Let g;allo|» (» eiLtto&r,^rot« ftmble, ot walk. 

* 

Axti'^Paddff W%aek 

And tliorofare don't tarry, 

Bnt quick let us marry, 
ril take you for wor^^e and for better beside * 

And when weVe united^ Well both be delighted, 
With twenty line ohildi^en^ our joy and our piide. 


45- PlSCATOniAL PRETENSIONS. 


We wng of mtellectual 
Instmctiire Bwds^ and and Trees^ 

Of wisdom, nay, they cao 

In Bond Street boast Sagacious Flem. 

Of Flowers that Love’s sweet pain*? imbibe, 
Of Fruits that cowle, court, and tether. 
And yet the endless nnny txibe 
We slfemt ftoth notice aJtogelhei 


is it because they’re mute, ’tis thought 
V They think the least who little say^ 

Or IS It because they’re often caught. 

While we’re much oft’ner cati^t than they 


Fait play is every good man’s wish. 

Nay, bad men blush when they deny ft ; 
Yet though there be Imttne (t) in Fish, 
Yet very few folks uaye to ciy it* 


I don’t bdrieve all Ffnh is Oms, 

Nor def^hitsk ail am 
Hiny boctsl no class 
WAfitiSs iribiO ttiahdhnidt^wTe they’re old. 


•ibaj’t# some wohM wove 

(WWte 06^ can foal. 

An 

And whaPa morte ffisky than an 





Tliey V q r«ttik and Pl^e€ wj^icb 

WeVe mean, they'll ai»d Fiu^ ' 

A« we had, theyVfe their of ff^lkuhs^ 

And as the lji»ir JD^Am. 

With blade atid lanote our wartiori^ siarike. 

Our Chancery briefs each dteut feels, 

Well, they have Swordfish, Hal iinfi.PiM, 

And like our Chancellor they*ve Seals, 

If we have Critics, they have Pralfs, 

They Ve Sharks to toatch our meo of taw / 
They’re often Craped, aii4 dever ^tubs. 

Of Lobsters figure with a Claw (eelat). 

The Cockles of our hcaits we cheer, 

They’ve Cockles too, and if we smell. 

They too have Smelt, we’ve Maschs here, 

And there they’ve Mussels too as well. 

We own the mind’s superior rap : 

What May like theirs ? If our <?*dmndgeons 
Go with the stream, why So do they. 

And sea, like lapd, is thronged with Ctndyeons, 
Their Lampreys our lamp rays put out. 

For theyye nine eyes \^hoBe light abounds, 

If we are tickled, so are Trout, 

And if we sweat, they’ve their ^*cod sounds 

h 


40- PAPDY Alia MAMMY, AND WINNV. 

When first bur came out of the middle of Wales, 

Pless bur and save bur, hur was such a noddy ; 

Hur saw such strange sights^ and hur heard suehstrailge tales, 
And was hustled and jusded by aviCry body- 
With criefk and with sorrmvahur heart it was sad^ 

To think hur could pa such a knave and a nmny. 

As leave bur own ^ouptain^ and hujr dad» , 

Hur kids, and hur w 

But when hur in l.uunuu ha0 

Hur soon got ap mpdhh, m ^ 

Could pribWe and ptiah%^]M4 ^d wuhSk, ? . 

With Kitty, and Mary, and Snjkay:^ And Patty- 
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Hur was $ucli a beau, and, moreover beside. 

To powder hor aob it cost bur a {guinea ; 

Then hur strutted about with such vapours and pride, 
And quite forgot Mammy; and Daddy, and Winoy. 

At last good experience open'd hur eyes, 

Hur no more was a fop, and hur work’d in the city ; 

By honest industry determined to rise. 

And now hur has made hur a fortune so pretty. 

flur has fifty-four shillings, in silver and gold. 

Besides twelve and sixpence, and just half -a-guinea ; 

And now bar’s retuttimg, so prave and so poid, 

To spend it with Daddy, and Mammy, and Winny. 


47. POLL OF WATPING STAIRS. 

Your London girls with all their aitb 
Must strike to Poll of Wapping Stairs ; 

No tighter lass is going, 

From Iron Gate to Utnelmuse Hole 
You’ll never meet a kinder soul, 

Not while the Thames is flowing. 

0 And sing Pull away, Are. 

Her father he's a hearty dog, 

Poll makes his flip and sarves his grog, 

And never stints his measure ; 

She minds full well the house affairs. 

She seldom drinks, and never swears, 

And b'nt that a pleasure? 

Pull away, &c. 

And when we Wed^ that happy time 
The bells of Wapt^g all sWl chime. 

And, ere we gn1)o Davy, ' 

The wls Uke her liAfl work and sing, 

Th|» boys like me shai serve the Kirig, 

On board^CHd £ngUitid's Navy I 

, And sing Pull gway, &c. 
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44U. FABLE. 

rHK VOUHO MAN ANU ftlS OAT ^ OR, KATOI^ «*Hft?AL\£ttT 

Says a fable so pat— nance a man had a cat» 

Of beauty and talents uncommon : 

With wonderful taste she could swallow a rat, 

W asli her face with a g:race, ogle, purr, and all that ; 

Till her master, who didn't know what to be at, 

Pray'd Venus to make her a woman. 

Thus a strange metamorphosis Love brought about, 

Her eais they sunk in, and her ftose it came out ; 

Her whiskers and tail found their otHccb tad, 

And her eyes, bright and green as goosebenies. 

Turn'd black as two sloes, 
to fingers and toes. 

And hei lips to a couple of cherries I 

Pussy married her master, but short bt» delight.— 
Uepentance m wedlock is common : 

She slept all the day, kept awake all the night, 

He tlumght she could swear, and he knew she could fi:^ht ; 
And HOC to a mouse if it came lu her sight, 

Which proves a cat can't be a woman ! 

Hubby's prayers then a second exchange brought^ a bout. 
Her nose it went in and her cars they canu out, 

And her whiskers and tail no longei did fail, 

J-Ier hps no more pouted like cherries ; 

She had claws to her toes, and her eyes, black as sloes, 
Changed to two pietty little gooseberries. 


49* Ahh^S WELL. 

Deserted by the w^in^ modu. 

When skies proclaim hIghPs cheerless noon. 

On tower, fort, or tetrad g^ouinl, 

The sentry walks his lonely round. 

And should some h^JplV itia^ 

Where cautldm tnaAi gCatSe!^ Way : 

Who goes there'’^ Stfkbger, quitklywl 
** A Friend — ^^The word?" — Good-night I All’s well ! 

o 
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Or feailuig on tbe Tnwjnight deep, 

W hen weary messmates aodndly sleep, 

The careful watch pattob the deck. 

To guard the ship from foes or wreck. 

And while* his thoughts oft homeward veer, 
borne well-known voice salutes his ear: 

‘‘ Who goes there ^ Brother, cjuickly tell ^ 
Above ! Below ! — Good-night ! All’s well 


0 {hr h< ori^it Ija7»en^U&m Qhnwk /o*- tha 

threate^rd Loss oj iur 

Tt/NS—TAo <md 

( ) dear O, how shall I tell 

The loss I fear, to you, good people ; 

Where’s the bean would lose his bello ^ 

T am a most unhappy steeple 1 

All the cockney folks eau tell 

Vat e’enr vas bom within Bow bell. 

How sweet a sound I sent around, 

Ding, ding, ding, dong, from Bow Church steeple 

When Britain beat an army, fleet. 

Or children to our king were born, or 

Peace was named, my bells proclaim’d 
The news from hence to Hyde Park-corner* 

When Whittington away did run. 

But for my bells be bad been undone ; 

They song out then, ‘*Pray tuni again, 

“And come and bo Lord Mayor of London 

So mad are you for something n€?w, 

So fond of all that odd or strange is ; 

Then why tO I, should you deny, 

Along vHth you to r&g the changes : 

You ptmsf girkt whose voic^ ring 

and l«k«id«^ fur than aome hells, 
it a ahooking thing, 

If you all be turn'd to dumb Mlm * 
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Shoreditch, Stepney, Aldgete, OUe$, 

And Clement Danes, have leave tn treat you ; 

Their tuneful octaves win youi smiles. 

While Fm no more allowed to greet you. 

Youths, as you hope to ring the bride 
You wish to wed, pray take my part, or 

Fil throw my dragon down Che^side, 

And you shall find youVe caught a Tartar. 

This parting wish my wrath shall tell, — 

May curtain lectures rinff each napper ! 

And all who dare to stop my bell. 

Find one at home with louder clapper ! 

May coppersmiths, and Billingsgate, 

tvhispers to their noisier houses ! 

And husbands wish when all too late 

For my ding-dong to drown their spouse's. 


61 . THE ChV& SONG. 

Ttjwtb — Open*i*ff 

The pate of a poet is often so stored 

With nonsense and whimsies, and fanciful bother, 

That at times the poor varlet is plaguedly bored 

His thoughts and conceits to select from each other ; 
And such, I declare, is my case to a hair, 

^ My brains for a subject is quite on the rack, 

And a good one to choose seems as hard to ray Muse, 

As to draw a court-oard from a well-shuffteo pack. 

Thus authors, like gamesters, are puzrded at times 
Their skill to exert idlthe end to be winners, 

Foi, the* one play with cards, and the other with rhymes, 
Yet both on their luck oft depend for their dinners 
Then the suit I select Jet good^'iiature protect, 

Nor trump my best hppes with yonr critical tubsy 
For, setting apart Spw^e^ t>kmonif and Heart, 

'Dbe theme of my ditty at present is ^ 

Pdbts sing of a herd whoiWent such e 

With Ws CiLtrn, tJim heathens pif^Ildmed him a god, 
Wlieu monsters b^ed his Sfitength, 

Had ladies resisted it surely were odd ; 
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Yrt HRRcutiis his St afl' transformed to a distaff, 

And spun like a woman, tho* Jove was bis sire. 

And when love died, he blubber’d and cried* 

And flung both his Ct-tTp and himself in the fire. 

Master AnnisoK tells us of clubs without end. 

Of short Cjlvbs, and tall < 'lobs, of fat Clubs and lean, 
sirs, 

Where each man, or crooked or straight, met his friend. 
And wit, punch, and laughter eiilKen’d the scene, sirs. 
And every one knows that in his age of beaux, 

Whoever to fashion or taste had pretences. 

Tied a Club to his hair, which ^ould now make us stale. 
And frigliten a modern fop out of his senses I 

Yet, whatever the Ci^ubs I have brouglit to your view. 
Whether fat Club*! or lean Clubs, or short Clubs, oi 
tali, sirs, 

Let ev’ry one here to his fellow be true, 

And this i» a club that surpasses them all, sirs \ 

For where if not here, should good humour appear, 
Where polish’d philanthropjy mingles the bowl, 

And, to heighten delight, social feelings unite 
To make mirth slied his influence over each soul. 

Then join, fellow-mortals, the world to convince 

You hu\e hearts tuned toHaimony, friendship, and joy. 
That your love to each other, your country, and prince, 
IVo party distincuon shall ever destroy : 

While each truehcaU here to di^trest* lends an ear, 
Whene’er on misfortune he chances to light, 

You’ll ev’ry one grace rank, profession, or place. 

And yourCLur. prove rThumi? upon each meeting night » 

Jk 

62 . FLOWERS OP fancy. 

If truly bards tell us, flowers are odd fellows, 

They laugh, and they and they sing; 

< ’hange colour, ptiake love,, and grow jealous. 

And boast of a Queen aitd a King. 

Like misers some bogrd up their hobey, 

Like sObolars theyVe deep red aud blue ^ 

The WM Flom'r is worth Any^ipxoney (Ammone.,) 

And they die if deprived of their Dew. 
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Tho’ they’ve Hearts-ease^ some subjects they cry on, 
And look proud a$ a widow in WeedSy 

When Nettled at soin^ Dandy- tiouy 
Who Stalks full of foppel'y^s Seeds. 

Their Two-lips so Sensitive closing, 

Takiu"- Leave in the spniiic of the year; 

Love in Idleness often repoisinp:, 

Where Bachelors' Buttons appear, 

^ ct blame not their smart Painted Ladies, 
or bii{:>ht Mary^Gold ; 

01 Su cei-MiHiam, tho’ neither afraid is, 

They ott fade from being too coldU 

John-Qulil may admire Polly- Anthus, 

Rose- Primrose foi Hyacinth sigh; 

Yet ere fate (that old Crocus) Thyme grant us 
To iiouriah, we oft droop and die. 

This 1 wrote at the Blue Bell at Pinner, 
iVly lunch at the Rose was a treat ; 

Blossoms Inn I left ready for dinner. 

At the Flow'r Pot in Bishopsgate-street , 

Stocks were up ere I quitted the City, 

Polly -Pet- Ale-house* ask’d me m vain ; 

To tea, foi a Posey more pretty 
rd scent of in Lily-\yo\ lane. 


58. FAIR KLhEN. 

Fair Elion like a lily grew. 

Was Beauty’s fairest flow’r, 

Till falsehood changed her lovely hue : 

She wither’d in an hour ! 

"^Pair Ellen ’ 

A ntonio in her virgin bteast 
Firtet rais»’d a tender ejgh ; 

His wish obtain’d, the lover Wes^ 

Then left fhe maid lo die ! 

Fair ! 

* Tbii Iff fivideWtty and hiteridmt lor poljpwtalou*. 
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64. CAPTAIN RAPPENTY, 

" A lootf'ul ballad made to hie ndetrpee’i «jf0if’etoe.'’~rdiu*6-SMetb^r 

So da%j^ling bright those orbits whkh i prite» 

I ne'er coxtid vifiw them 'till I t^hui my ^ 

5A, A DISHONEST PROOF. 

*' What makes you think the world is round ^ 

Give me a reason fair.” 

“ Because so very few are found 
Who act upon the square** 

i 

66, THE TEMPLE 0F USURY.— (4» 

There is a mansion in a nook obscure, 

Which, for the offices it does mankind. 

May well be cuili^d tlie Temple of the Wietched, 
Who daily there bring oifVings. O'er the gate, 

As whilom o’er the casfle of some Thane, 

The arms conspicuous stand — T hufr AroRE B.4 ei.s' 
The motto, “ Moitey Lr\T which magic words 
Lead many a knight and g*»ntleman to pledge 
More than his honour ; for ni that, alas ! 

The Castellan no Jntetest could find. 

For me, since German and Italian strains 
Have banish'd sense for sound, my better habits 
Desert me one by one. Come, kinder times ! 

Protect the British stage, and dll my purse ; 

Cut short all intermission ; front tp front 
Bring but tuy coat, my smallclothes,^ wd myself — 
Within my purse-length set them-^ they ^scape me 
Then may I Jeae my duplicate ! 

^7. REABINOV PLAY- 

Ma'am *iU aP fiwftil iAtg a play to lead/' 

A uettfana hlltbtw w an actress said ; 

WJiat can be wow?” Notliing^ dear ^ir, indeed, 
But to be forced to sit and hei^r it read V* 



5%. MV BEAUTIFUL MAm. 

When absent ftom het whom my tout holds most dear. 
What modiey of jpassiom invade I 
In this bosom what anguish, what hofwa, and what 
1 endure for my baautiiul maid ! 
lu vain 1 seek pleasure to soften my grief. 

Or quit the gay throng for the i^ha^ ; 

Nor rioj nor solitude yi^ld me relief, 

When away from my beautiful maid J 


50* T«E EXCISEMAN. 

To i^illago that skirted the Oea 

Am Bxcisenaan one Midsummer came, 

But prudence, between you and me, 

Forbids me to mention his name ; 

Soon Michael be chanc/d to espy, 

A cask on his napper he bore. 

With six gallons of brandy, or nigh ; 

And where is the head can boat mote ? 

Says Exciseman, ** l-et's see your permit •/* 

Says Mike, ** ’Tan*t convenient to shew it;*’ 
T’other cried, Sir, I*m not to be bit. 

For yon’ve smuggFd that stuff, aod you know it. 
“ Your hogs to fine market you’ve brought ; 

For, seeing you’ve paid no excise, 

“As customs have settled you ought, 

“ 1 seizes your tub as my prize."’ 

“ Now, don’t be so hard,” said poor Mike ; 

Th' Exciseman was deaf to complaint: 

' “ Why then take it,” said Mike, “ if you like, 

“For Fve borne it till re^dy to faint.” 

Four miles in hot sunshine they trudgM, 

Till on them they’d scarce a dry rag; 

Th’ Exciseman his lal^oirr nt’er grudg’d, ^ 

But cheerfully carpi^ ikp 
To the rb ^ 

’Twas y«t soaiNs ibree liirliolgs 0jr,|«Mire, 

When “ Prayr ydur ioad down, 

For Aere, ah", chtt^ge-door.” 
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T’other answer'd, 1 thank you friend, no; 

“My burden just yet I shan't quit 
“ Then/' says Michael, “ before you dh go, 

“ ril get you to read nay permit/’ 

“ ITottr permit ! Why not show it before 
“ Because it came into my nob, 

“ By yotir watching for me on the shore, 

“That your worship was wanting a job : 

“ Now, Td need of a porter d’ye see, 

“ For that load made my b<^nes fit to Crack? 
“ And so, sir, 1 thank yon for me, 

“ And wish you n pleasant w^itlk back/’ 


60 . THE CABIN BOV. 

The sea was rough, the clouds were dark. 
Far distant every joy. 

When forc’d by fortune to embark, 

I went a Cabin Boy. 

My purse soon filPd with Frenchmen’s gold, 
I hasten’d hack with joy. 

When, wreck’d in sight of port, behold 
The hapless Cabin Boy ! * 


61. LYRJC OH ATION 

IN COMNRMORATION OP WILhlA^f AND ADKtAtOP'S CORONATION. 

Of all the sights most popular in public celebration, 

Which met with universal praise, the general inclination, 

I know of none which pleased like one, which was the 
Coronation ^ 

Of WitiiiAM and his Adei^aioi., a theme for exultation ! 

O ever may the memory of that inauguration 

Fill Johnny Bull of joy brimful, and gratify the nation! 

King^WiLtiAM is the Seamak^s friepd, and food of navi- 
gation, > t 

Nor does be hold our boW m lower estimation i 

He was, and is, th^ 'PeOfdigi^s ftifchd, and wishing reformation, 
m loves the ladies all but ppe^ that's ACis^repcesimtation. 

TWp ever may the memory, dfc. 
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“ A virtuous woman is a crown (says Scripture revelation) 
To him she weds,*' and I believe, without exaj^eration, 
Qulen Adblaiok that CROV/'i» must be, md her participa- 
tion 

In Knoi^and’s crown w4b is a happy conjnfotion. 

Then ever may themcraoiy, Sec, 

Our LiBEUry to guarantee, our Sorereigm's educatrati 
lias taught him, and that freedoiw ^ an Englishman's 
vocation ; 

Hnnself no slave, no slave he lules, nor thinks his exaltation 
Of value, but while sanction'd by his people's approbation 
Then e\er may the memory, d^e. 

M'liom rank has deck'd he pays respect with all due obser- 
vation, 

Yv't tlnuks the post of honour may be in a private station, 
And that, without a thought of titled right's deterioration, 

1 he man who proves most worthy wants no nobler decoration. 

Then ever may the memory, de. 

lie wishes wdth no States to quarrel, whose determination 
K, flora oppressive power, to effect emancipation ; 

H( knows the best intending folks arc subject to vexation, 
And he who minds his own affairs won't want for occupation. 

Then ever may the memory, dc. 

His Queen, domestic as himself, averse to ostentation, 

Takes* no false pride in mere outside and pompous bothc- 
r<itioii, 

Both love the Arts with all their hearts, and Uunk the circu- 
lation 

Of kiiowleilge and benevolence the proudest speculation. 

Then ever may the memory, dsc* 

Of Queen and King 1 long cOuld sing in gay continuation, 
And fairly praise their honest ways to merir commendation; 
But to conclude my verses thde, und cease this iteration, ^ 
I'll say Good BovVeigns are tttie wealth,— and that's my ter 
mination. 

And ever may the meusoiy of tl^ir lAaiighrAtioii 
On Britain's thtone felt and known a blessing to the 
nation I 



90 


m, Svum ii» vmn Gi^m 

My maste^^s not m very tall aa reckon’d by some people, 
Who say that, when at qhurdb, he hangs his hat upon the 
steeple ! 

And tho’ his stride is rather wide, 1 doubt upon the whole, 
sir, 

Whether o’er Waterloo Bridge he by one step saved tlic 
toll, sir^ 

0 ! what whackers, squibs, and crackers, bounce about our 

cars, sir, 

Whoever said it, I don^t credit half of what one hears, sir. 

They go their length about his strengths who tell jou 
the trick, sir, 

By sleight of hand, the Monument, to make his walking-stick, 
sir; 

They said he once did lift St. Paul’s, ten sovereigns to a 
farden 

ril bet, that*s poz, it only was St. Paul’s in Coveut Carden, 

O what whackers, &c. 

Once wlieu in love, unto bis dove, Fve heard, he wrote a 
letter. 

Each line a mile, you well may smile, ~for my part, i know 
better; 

1 carried it myself, and can assure you 'twas no more, aifs< 
Than what we got, with little trouble, in at the street-dooi, 

sirs. 

O what whacker^ &c. 

But miss, we hear, was so severe, it wrung poor master’s 
heart, sir. 

And then, *twaa Mid, the tears he shed, they fill’d a water 

cart, sir ; 

But that's denied, he only sigh'd, twice — ^gently, and no 
more, sirs, ^ 

Which blew two veilfpls to and, sent one bump 
ashdre, sirs. 

' O what whackers, &c. 
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That mighty thing, his wedding-ring^ was but a barrel-hoop, 
sir. 

They say beside, to his bride, that he was forc’d to stoop, 
sir; 

Twixt you Utid I, ill a becauae 111 tall you why, 
bir, 

The lady was just twenty-seven feet six inches l%H,aSr. 

O ^hat whackers, 4rc. 

His face so broad, is called, O Lord ! youll hardly credit me, 
sir, 

That he contrives in lUany a n%ht two plays at once to sec, 
sir ; 

But that’s a thing at wWch I own Fm not surpris’d at all, 
sir, 

For when one eye’s at Drury-lane, the other’s at Vanxhall, sir. 

O what whackers, 6cc. 

One night bis wife had lock’d him out, but thinking that a 
bore, sir, 

He down the chimney put his fist, and open’d the street- 
door, sir ; 

Then lit his pipe at Pimlico, which threw such sparks around 
him, 

That engines came ffom Hammersmith, a3ad very nearly 
drown’d him. 

O what whackers, dpc. 

He never keeps low company, so modest, tho’ a sly man, 

And beautiful as Cupid, yet he looks much more like Hvman. 

Another time I’ll tell you more, so when I say good-bye, do 

Take pattern by my history, and tell the truth as 1 do, 

^ O what whackers, &c. 


A child that has a odd we ipay suppose 

wintry w 0 irdier^Wb 3 f?-«^t bmws it^ nose. 
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AND BILIhV. 

John Bvhx. thotight Reform be exeeyent fun, 

“Heigho !** §ays Johnny : 
But out of his object he’d nearly been done, 

His majority only amounting to one, 

With his freedom, honesty, liberty, loyalty, 

Heigho says Johnny : 

Poor JoHSf was in woeful despondency seen, 

'‘ Heigho !” says Johnny : 
Tbo’ cheer’d by the People, he trembled I w^en, 

And next round he fought he was minus eighteen* 

With his freedom, &c. 

•* My Lords,’* says John,'^‘ you may act as you choose/' 

‘Mieigho!’ says Johnny: 
But our glorious project, I we shalf lose !” 

And again was beginning to shake in his shoes, 

For his freedom, iSfc. 

Kino Binny sat watching still as a mouse, 

“ Heigho says Billy : 

And says he, “ Rre of freedom John Bull they shall chouse, 
“ I'll just take trip to the Paruament-hause, 

‘‘ With my coaches, horses, heralds, and beef-eaters,” 

Heigho!” says Billy. 

“ State-coach is not ready,” they said, ‘‘sir, good lack !” 

‘‘ How now T’ says Billy, 

“ To fetch it make haste, or before you, get back, 

“ 1 shall send for a Jarvey# and go in hack,, ' 

“ Without nobles, pensioners, heralds, and beef-^ters, 

^ / “Heiglml” says Billy,. 

What our Mon kreh decides' soon as said, 

' ; a -hand!'”' ^ys Billy : 

Coach came, Jbe '' ' , 

Popp’d his '#obesbh'hk%aiim'^&^ cWwh on his;head, ' 
And with; royal, manly/ ’ 

; , March on !” says Billy* 
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His duty he did, i^nd then back he m% sail, 

** said Johnny : 

When the King’s in the right he must ever prevail, 

While the Commons kopp^ off with a Brodm at their tail, 
To free re-election, and Soon a majority^ 

Cried Bravd! Billy/’ 

f 


6.5. THE LAV OF THE LAST LOBSTER. 

'fhe wind was fair, the lobster-smack 
Sail’d inenily up the tjde. 

The crew look’d blue^ and the lobsters blacJtf 
As to Billingsgate-market th^ hied* 

Barges and boats together were cramm’d. 

And thicker the throng still grew, 

Till the road to the stairs was as frequently damm’d 
As the eyes and the limbs of the crew. 

Then fishmongers came on board that .smack 
By one, by two, by three ; 

And off did they pack, in basket or sack, 

All that lading of LoBsmiiiE. 

Live lobsters to Lumber-court were dragg’d. 

To be bod’d quick out of hand ; 

And many for Mister Grove were bagg’d. 

And for Willows’s shop in the Strand. 

A^jcl some as salad or sauce serv’d up, 

Were destined to bo on that day ; 

And some weie saved for those who sup 
Returning at night from the play. 

Among the most famous for form and si^e 
That lay on a fishmonger’s bulk, * 

Was a love-stricken lobster, who poked out his eyes, 

And withdrew ’em ’twixt sorrow and sulk.* 

And boding that boding might turn out a bore, 

To a corner his cares fie OOnBn’d ; 

While d man, who h^nd nevor b^eld him before^ 

Miss’d him nuWf and so leli him behind. 

• tt is well knew n that thw ©ye of the lob(»ter can ht* < unsulprnblj pTo- 
pelleit, und withdrawn at pleaaure. 
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Though daved the moment, to him 'twas inndh wor^e 
Than death IVom hk Lady to part ; 

For ev’ry man4obster (be’t Measing or curse) 

Has a Lady attach’d to his hearts 

The LAST of the Lobstles, thus left, look’d up sharp. 
And his torm^ts beginning to tell, 

Cried, Critics may carp at my want of a harp, 

** But, like psSiAK, I breathe through my Sih.ll. 

“ And, however sombre to sing or to say. 

Of my lost life and love, worse than all ; 

It lays here on my heart, to reflect my Last Lay, 

Is to lay on a mbmonger’s stall I” 

That the Lobster was wrong, in the course of my song 
T shall prove; for howe’er he was vext,— 

At least you will find, if to wait you’re inclined. 

That the Lobster’s last lay was his next / ! 

Then, said he, To be kidnapp’d, and brought up to town 
** Like skait, which they cruelly crimp ; 

Or vile chabs,” for on crabs ev’ry lobster looks down. 
Crabs on crawfish, and prawns on u .slirimp. 

In his shell how he’d swell at remembrance of charms 
Gracing her on his suit who had smiled ; 

Whose thousands of offspring had bless’d his fond arms. 
With a coitAL for every child! 

Like American warriors (not Yankees) he sung 
His death -song divested of fear ; 

And tb^ shop, without doubt, with loud plaudits had rung, 
Had he haO any audience to hear* 

He sang of the warriors on whom he had fed, 

What time Nelson conquer’d the foe; 

And how many a head laid at morn in dry bed. 

Which ere night found a wet one below ! 

He sang of rick firidnfls^ to whom lucky lot lends 
Success, right or wrohfc quarter ; 

And he sang of the fry of poor fish who may tiy, * 
But^'yet can’t keep theSp heads above water ! 

He skng till the fishmongl^’s fellow return'd 
With the lobsters fresh boil’d from the pot, 

And swore Ifice a brute, while his fingers they burn’d, 

They were ail most infernally hot. 



95 


Then first our black hero, by fancy mislafl. 

Saw his fair one, whose woes were all hush'd ; 

And not reading alight, that boil'd lobsters are red, 
Suppos'd at their meedag ribe bhish^d. 

“ Ah ! M' hence this emotion the lover exclaim'd, 

What means this high-coloured alovmt 
Tis our tyrants, notyow, should be kadly asham'd, 

Til at their treatment has made you so warm 

Then turning to clasp h^r with ecstasy wild, 

ITc tlic fishmonger's huger held fast ; 

Who enrag’d, chuck'd hitn into die cauldron, where boiVd 
He lay^ and that Lay was his Last \ ! 


00. TH£ ENAMOURED QUAKER* 

WniTTEN FOE MS. tlSTtW, 

Yea, I fell in the pit of love, with a Tif Turn! Ti! 

Tlic spirit then began to move, withaTi! Turn! Tit 
IVly dear Ruth had her maiden fears, 

And when I ask’d her hand with tears, 

She gave it mo both side my ears, with aTi! Turn! Ti! 

Behold! said Ruth, there is a grove, with aTi! Turn! Ti! 
Where birds call'd turtles coo and love, with aTi ! Turn! Ti! 
There meet mo : thus did I incline, 

To think dear Ruth was wholly mine, 

VV^heu she proved a cruel Philia — tine, with aTi ! Turn ! Ti ! 

For she another suitor had, with a Tit Tom ! Ti ! 

Profanely call’d a flaali-y lad, with aTi! Tmn! 'Ti! 

And when I thought she would be kind, 

He came 1 Rudi c«mld find, 

A nd kick'd me Rutblesa-ly bohindf with bif Toe ! Ttwn 1 Ti ! 
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0t. NATIVE TALENT. 

Pe^irlaf^g Dd^, 

While Ekoi*^ni>, acid Ehin, attd Scotu arc wailmp; 

Their music's aeglect, they such feeHng:s mui>t hide, 
And Wales too niAV harp on the fashion prevailing;. 

Of all her sweet minstrelsy scorning, — 

Not only iTALrANs now traverse the sea* 

To bring us their heavenly tweedlecltim-dee ; 

But we* over civil, import from the BMe, 

His Faustus’s, Freisehutz’s, and Fiends, — while their pride 
Is (in Lowlands or Highlands) the strains of our Islands, 
To ridicule noon, night, and morning. 

And, nioiT to the sonow of Nature's li ne lover, 

Not foreitpiers only our lays would run down. 

But dandified Natives alfect to discover 

** How shocking the land they were born in ; 

“ Simplicity's vulgar, — a ballad's a boie ‘ 

Bravuras alone worth a to,'' (that’s cucon‘, ) 

Kach brave soldier's ditty, or madrigal pit' tty, 

Or hunting Hark forward I” hi banish'd the town. 

And lyrical story of nautical glory, 

Is ridiculed noon, night, and morning. 

No lady scarce dare, under pain of exclusion, 

From fashion’s blight fane, ^ing or venture to play 
The songf of her fathers, — ^whilc foreign delusion 
Reigns, all native excellence scorning ! 

The genuine strain that came home to the heart, 

Ixtve, friendships or patriot fire to imparl, 

Is tiamoniam voted, and chords that denoted 
Convivial harmonv, fritter'd away ! 

While stamps apa distortions, and imp-like abortions 
Are patronised noon, night, and morning! 

Time «'««, when such music and words, now neglected. 

As “ Low tv A or “ Maid of thjb Mill," 

Were sanction'd by taste, ahd by fashion protected, 

As efforts our theatres adorning; 

While those who wish sense, join'd to sound, in a play. 
Imagined our old “Beggars*^ Opeka" — Gay, 
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Nor blush’d to be merry, when 9ax% hr old Bhbhky 
S elected, empower'd his hueuna** tb 811 
A house for whole seftsqins e^ch ni^ht^ without reiMii^ns 
For any regret the next morning t 

And where's thfe prond profit to itwyals or f^idmn, 

This new fangled poHsh, m can bring# 

Vn hat gain we by so much unaatniafpassion, 

Foi caiicaturfs, nature scorning? 

Jtilians wcie well enough, kept in their place# 

But why* mix'd with Germanic ^ud Dutchmen, dixgmoe 
The ^rarden and Dtur^ with fiend# fire, and ^ry,^ 

Or Emjlish Op'ra^ ^ith devils, who 

Of souk h }fight for^rin^, while Britone, admiring, 

Cry <‘haw we impxove night and morning !” 

An artist who thinks that four strings to a^ddle 
Arc meant to be played on, if EnglUh, is wrong, 

4nd may starve, while m mud taste would wade to the 
middle, * 

To hcai qnacK^^ some other land born in, 

And talent in plain MiSh or must bow 

To a Nogiff a A’wii, Signora^ oi Vro%uf 

Who pocket your money, with smiles sweet as honey, 
While well acted gratitude gilds their gay song, 

Till, trossingthe ocean, ^cy drop such devotion, 

And laugh at John Bull night and morning! 

If .yet in home talent weVe any believers, 

I call on them boldly to banish fhlse shame. 

And, (as we late pleaded for Weavshs,) 

To stand by the land they were bom in ; 

Give foreign attainment all credk thetas due. 

And not only credit, but caih give ’em' too, 

Yet let not protection of tkem^ on re^ctioil 
Of Briton^ be founded — eud k!t ibr a name, 

W hich, while fon thus chettsh, your countrymen perish. 
For etf your mght And morning I 
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A i^ATHETic to um, moommau, >:*>« 

Of cm ifirtB ^^atiA'pnwiw^it 

- t 

Who liH*k It mto hH head to thmk that th^ hfot of rejoicing tm benefltfc rc- 
cifueA, ivrojuld be mostprtifitaUy evinced by (»|i£a)^lQg laetiug ham'litsou oui fcl 
low creatum* to pisfereiikte to tliahlttog ^wrtdetica hyimqttfb, orohmprwing 
otfT gvatitude to a ttidkiM: 

** What aio all fhe'se lilgjIiiM for r— ►To ki^|> thw people m tih* d»als 
I>i»i»nv t^e KMft tt “ T(*mfi\i(nn 

t)f Qm, aiwi Tallow^ miser » 

Of Glaziers and T^nrsfen thou ewemy dii^e » 

Who ha«it led folks to thiuk it wre b^ter and wisei 
. To shelter oH »§« than set ho^ don on Hxe ! 

i( 

Tlioii blig^it uflion bonfires, and oraekers, and rockets < 

Who, rather than revel and roai fora night, 

And stuff ftjbsy oilm<^u*s and lam pi ig him* pockets, 

The hearts^ not the houses^ of care would m.ikc lieht ' 

Why should pistol Of bltindeTbuss bouncing alarm thir ^ 
WeVe a right to reji^ice. when we'\e wcatni i d a uorm ’ 
(>dn nothing but permunent hfnejfit charm thot ^ 

Must even our niernmmit svjfet 

No pickpocket prowlmg froni Coruhill to itc?4>-bridgc, 

But thy meddling inorais deprives of his prey ; 

While, foil’d of his fun, he vows vengeance oirSnoonium.i , 
For snatching the hopes of lus harvest away. 

How liyht the ♦•'Utiense which s^'ning devours, 

Toiiazzle oi*rcnildreii, our sweethearts and wives, 
Compared wiith mur pUn, not of <a?o or three hours. 

But all the Ujt length of some honest folks' lives ! 

Wliat matters to w if such twaddlers and spouses 
\re coop'd upinWmfort, if me^re in the 
IV hat cafe We a bdliton for aH yionr sdmshouscs, 

Whi<‘h boast of our jptttfto nbt a spark ! 

And what'^ the acquire by distressing 

Our prospects (tho' seldom seen thro ,) 

Vou can^t e^Ejpect mar^ than some j»ooa blessin(», 

Wbiah, tiiE m^KT wo«.i.o, will do little for you ! 

3 
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Tlio’ aome own a (outi leava to dispratae it>) 

That mem'iy of clikcCijig from misery a teir 
Brings balm to the bosom of bim who essays il:» 

An<l, as well as wERisAn^ER, will comfort him her-E I 
Confers youVe in error — ^yoti know, to enUtfhtefi 

Our countrymoajyA^WS be each pride ; 

But tj a niirtkc the roj.d croflkrd from Laii^^s End to Brig^hton, 
Since, joining witH you, Twill be alx, on one side!!! 

Ch) on then, hard-hearted ! nor cease to deprive us 
Of fire-working, fanciful, frolics and freaks. 

While jour name, with your charity, long shall survive as, 
And tinte change to truth all that folly now speaks. 

Wlnlc hundreds made happy, and grateful to you, 

That then- evening sun sets in comfort and clover, 

Will give th^mks for their house, hat, warm habit and shoe 
(Snoo) 

And the mu doe of all Bridges that bears ^ern safe over. 


HOPli IS NOW No HOUR, 

How ble&t was 1, when Impe late «pdTd 
On her whom I adore ; 

Delusive hope ! w'hich then beguil’d. 

But now exists no more. 

As on a last remaining stay 
The shipwreck’d wretch relies, 

The surges dash his bark away, 
He^stri%glcs, sinks, and <Ues, 

So I, when late my parent smird 
On her whom I adore, 

With hope’s vain dreams my hours begnifd, 
But hope is tiOw no more t 


10 BEPORELt0»S iNnTATION TO TBF- STATUE IN 
don GIOVANNI. 

A/ttt— CofMigv- 

My master desires 111 to supper invite you, 

Such a nice bill of ihre you won't sec Cv'ry day. 
There's lobsters, and tnackhel, and solos, to delight you, 
And they as don’t like 'em, why, 1 pities they, 
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Then rabbits in onions we know how to smother. 

Statue. For rabbits and onions I don't care a d-^n. 
Lep, Well, if that dish don*t suit you, we'U look for some 
other, 

Tliere*s ducks and green peas, and the heart of a lamb ! 


71 . BON OlOVANNrS INVITATION TO THE STATl'K 

Tunb— IT oftV Sfow cotM to tfuf JBowet V 

Won’t you come in an hour, a broil’cl bone to devour, 

WeTl get as good wine too as is in our power. 

W*on't you, won’t you, won’t you, won’t you, come in an hour ^ 

You shall do as you choose, take your hat when you please, 
Come in with the cloth, and go out with the clieebe. 

Won’t you, won’t you ^ &^c. 

’Twill be Liberty Hall, with no call for a bill, 

You shall fill what you like, only drink what you fill. 

Won’t you, won't you 


7a. LOVE AND GLOHY. 

m 

Young Hekry was as brave a youth 
As ever graced a martial story ; 

And was fail as lovely truth, > 

She sighed for loth, and he for glory ! 

With her lik faith he meant to plight. 

And told her many a gallant story ; 

Till wur their edming to blight. 

Call’d him aw^.y mmi i.6vEto qx 4 > kx . 

Young flEKur mat the foe with pridfe, 

Jare followed, fought ! ah, hapless story ! 

bt man’s attire, by Hknhy’s side. 

She died for lovk, and he for glory ! 
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T3. AN APPROVED SPECliWEN OP TtfE PATHETICALLY 
TEBRIFIC. 


F'nwi **AUfi i'o if/ ouin Tuuf^ 

Ye tender maidens, all draw 

And come and see what you shall hear, 

Tis of two lovers* constanc-y. 

Who lived to see each other die I 

A rutidess fatlier sent away 
The youth to sea, one stormy day ; 

Where, being' drowned, his ghost appeared, 
And made the old man much afearM ! 

He held a torch all in hi» hand, 

And said, as you shall understand, 

** Do you not hear my death-bell toll '' 

I’m dead as any living soul !” 

The sire awo\e in dire affright, 

And couldn’t get no sleep that night ; 

Then madly put on all his clothes, 

And straightway to his daughter goes. 

The daughter, she began to rave, 

“ My 1 rue-love lies in a wat’ry grave : 

. *iX)y cruel father, now good-bye, 

‘‘ For he is dead 1 — and so am I !*' 

The daughter being dead and gone, 

Her daddy made most dismal moan ; 

And only lived with all his pride 
For to be buried by her side. 

Ye parents npw a waring take. 

By this true song, whkfa f did make ; 

Lest, like this man, you should repent, 

In grief, and mwch^astomsh-iwen^/ 
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74. PARODY 

True to my love and a bottle, this throttle 
A pottle will morrily quafl*; 

Partial lo drinking; and dancing, and prancing, 

VN'ith gay girls advancing, 1 laugh. 

When to the merry fandango I can go, 

M’hilc maiden and man-go so gay ; 

Or when in rapid bolero, so fair O, 

My Cora shall jig it aw'ay. 

Pretty bellt- 1 Pretty hello! l*retty hOU- * 

Fare the<‘ well! iho' out purth>g’s m sorrow; 

Fare thee will ! F\irc thee well ! l-"arc tluc well ’ 
Ten-to-onq but I meet thee tomoiiou , Ah, me ! 

Duiieme; behind, or before' her, rlcar Coia, 

I often implore her fair hand ; 

Ofl, wdnie for love I am weeping, slices sleeping, 

Or company keeping so grand. 

Onl\ to gain her good graces, my fiice is 
At races, and places so smaii 

If she will ever deny rnc, or fly me, 

(Relusing to try ine^, wti part. 

Pretty belle ! Sev 

V 

While 1 am eating drinking, Tm tliinking 
(IVTy heart never shrinking) of ihee ! 

Whethci I’m <1 learning, or wjvking, or taking 
My chocolate,-^ making my tea. 

Or if at <*ards I am playing, bets laying, 

Or going, or staying, d’ye see. 

All other damsels forgetting, while fretting, 

And no Other petting but thee. 

Pretty belle ! &c 

Sc arce knowing what 1 am doing, still wooing, ' 

And evermore ste^wing for fear 

Rivals should put in their sickle, and tickle 
A fancy so ncWe‘, O dear ! 

Therefore, aci I am asinuer. 111 win her. 

Or ne’er tp my diuner Til go ! 

Pretty belle ! &c 
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7^, ESPITAFII 

ON JiN apothrcahv, who ariNKO HLM'^f.Lr ns rftKTjNi* \ now o 

HOUSES IN MIH OWN PARISH TFIPRC HV 4ni»* 

Gaj.ek Mac Hod lies here, (bow odd !> 

In this churchyard, ho did so love it ’ 

He got iiclies, we know, by what’sTburied hrlowy 
And spent 'em on it. 

Unable with architects' charg’es to wresUe, 

By mortar he lost what lie gain'd by tht* 


w SIR SIDNKV SMiTti. 

(lonth folks, lu my ttrac, Tve made nuniy a rhymi*. 
But the sou^ 1 now trouble you with, 

Lays claim to applause, and you'll grunt it^ because 
The subject’s Sii Sidsf.y nmtth, — ^I t is, 

The subjcei’s Sit Sidney Smith. 

VV(‘ all know Sir Si; y, a man of sach kidney, 
He'd hujht cseiy loe be could meet, 

(live him one shij) or two, and without more ado. 
He'd engage, if he met, a whole fleet — He would, 
He'd engage, 

Tims lie took every day all that came in his way, 
Till Feline, that changeable clf, 

Grdor*'3*'aceidents so, lhat, while socking the foe. 

Sir SiLiiViLy got taken himself — He did. 

Sir Sidney got, A'c. 

His captors, right glad of the prize they now bad. 
Rejected each oner we bid, 

And swore be should stay, lock'd up til! HoOinsd »v 
But he swore he'd be ti— d if he did— He did. 

He swore he'd be, <fec. 

So Sir SiD got away, and bis gaolei next day 
Cried ** Sacre diahle mpildeu ! 

‘‘ Mon jirisonnier 'sCapCf, I got in voa <5crapc. 

“ And I fear I must nm a^uly too — I must, 

“ I fear,'' Ajc. 
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If Sir Sj[t)KEY was wrong, why th^n blackball my song, 
E’en his foes he would scorn to deceive, 

His escape was hut just, and confess it you niu«^t. 

For it only was taking Frcttch leave — Vou know, 

It only was, &€. 


71 / EPITAPH. 

Here lie, who alive were four spou^^is of five, 

With whom, iu six years, *twas my fortune to wive. 
One, — 1 lost him too soon, - 
Was an liisli dragoon ; 

Tlio’ a better some reckoitV) 

Scotch Sandy, my second ; 

The thirdyre St his bot.es. 

Was LlevJIlyn ap .Itmes : 

Next, E^gh:^h Bill Wood, 

Liv’d as long as he coid<l, 

But my Jifth so surpasses my./hr^gont* good men, 
That, unless he should die, 1 sba'u’t m...rry again. 


78, THK COMET. 

TvNMh^Sueh jBei0Ut(<Jjf m I, 4 '** 

You’ve heard of the comet, good luck keep us from it,* 

For if it should ever run fool of earth’s ball, 

All gravity ceases, our globe’s knock’d to pieces, 

And we on each neighbouring planet mu^t fall ! 

Married ladies, as you know, might tumble on Juno ; 

’Cute tradesmen and thieves would on Mrucuiiy light ; 
Maks would wlnsper to Vi-kus, Let's make room between 
us 

For virgins so fair and for warriors so bright.” 

Bards at hon»e on the lyue would light Fiction'^ fire, 

At the Swan jolly topers would gK in the Sun^ 

Some folk# might roly on a place in OaxoN, 

Each monaiih, alarm’d, tso his Fai.^a» wouW run ; 



105 


Old Sovereigns would guide us to Georoium Sidls, 

Oui farmers in Ceres would leap autumn’s fruits; 

Pat, the Cratur would pUsc ye, the Moon take the crazy, 
Tailors tumble in \ lsta, shoenlaker^ in Bootes. 

Earh d and died 2 / r would fol]o\^ JorEniR; 

111 the Doostar each Pc ppy would feel quite at borne, 

And, should a Gae-an-ye, 1 don’t mean to tax 
With losing your lime, if to Isaicilv vou’d roijni; 

In the signs of the Zody-w ii \c w if 1 bi stoued ye, 

Futnd Teague, you’d with John in the Bull be at case ; 

Caft clonict, let her go to Lro or Virgo, 

And Taffy in (’aphicorn toast his own cheese. 

Maid-serv.uitb, like tames, from kitchen to Artis 
W ould lun while yom dandies With Gfmim tuin. 

In Libka you’d daily see mean people scaly ^ 

And tlmik to the ^I'^£n s they’d all tumble in. 

\\ itli I ' \\( I R the crabbed, with Scorpio the rabid, 

Willie scMillors, oais, steamers, and bargemen would go 

Tot faies to Aqx^ and old SAcairiuii s 

Would find a few dozen of stnngsto his how. 

Then, my stais riiid gaiters! what knights from allqiiarteis 
To planets inoie brilliant would satellites move ; 

Our ptiibion^ and taxes, on some other Axes 

Thau ours, and they’re welcome, would meirilymove. 


70. WJPROMPTi; 

ON ?.APOLrON’S THHIIAlENluD INVASION. 

Says Bony to Johnny, “ Pm coming to Dover!” 

Says JoHVN\ to Bony, ‘‘1 think that ahum.” 

“ But,” says Bony, “ Suppose I should really come over 
Says Johnny, “ Then really you’d be overcome 


80. LOVE AND TIME. 

’Turn minutes to seconds^ that time may go by 
On pultons inone rapid and light 
Let his age change to youtti, that he faster may flv, 
Till he Wings my diear lover iu sight ^ 
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Yet all ! when he comes let each moment be slow, 
Ere alone I am left to complain ; 

Let minutes, like hours, deliberate flow, 

A ml age steal on time once again ! 


81 . THE SINGLE AND THE MARRIED HAPEV 

A bachelor loads an easy life, 

Few folks who arc wed live better, 

A man may live well with a very good wife. 

But the ]m//le is, how to get her ; 

For there's pretty good wiv^es, and there’s pretty ba<l wives 
And wives neither one thing nor t'other. 

And, as foi the wives fliat scold all their lives. 

rd lather wed Adam's grandmother. 

Then, ladies and gents, iftowcdluek iuciiiu‘d, 

Ma\ deceit or iJJhumour nc’ei trap ve, 

May those who are single*get wives to their mind, 

And those who are married live happv. 

Some choose their ladies for ease or fot* grace, 

Or a pretty turn’d foot as they're walking, 

Some choose ’em for figure, ai.d some for fact*. 

But very few choose ’em for talking. 

Now as for the wife I could follow throngii life, 

'Tis she who can speak sincerely, 

Who, not ovcf-nicc, can give good advice, 

And love a good husband dearly. 

So ladies and gents^ when to wedlock inclined, 

May deceit nor illhumour e’er tray> ye, 

May those who are single find wives to their mind. 

And those who are matried live happy I 


TAINT WtAftT ITINS MIR LADV. 

Fortune may frown, bat line true-lover's breast 
lias a cordial for sorrow^ however distrest, 
FK‘loved,ftid belovuAg, #tiP pleasure he meets, ' 

4hd the tiitlers^tovc^wrdy lieighten the sweets. 
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Rivals may threaten, misihxtunea ariae, 

The heart of affection misfortune defies: 

True pleasure ivaiJ ne’er by despondency gain’d. 

And beauty’s most pri^d when by danger obt^iinod 


83 . NAVAI. PROMOTION 

T)io C’ vBiN Rot’s over the sea* 

Por Ins sisters and mother weeps he, 

I’lil good conduct prevails, and homewaid he j.ails, 
To hind hjs full pockets with glee. 

The Middy’s atvay o’er the wave, 

’Tis his fortune in action to save 

His ofh<‘crs life, in the beat of the strife. 

And lu lands at home happy and brave. 

The Officpu’s ovei the mam, 

Fi esh laurels on oceun to gam* 

Till, coininanding a pria^Ci* his friends stee him rise. 
And a rATM.MN“’b comiini&»sion obtain* 

The (^ATTAIN adventures once move, 

Uct liming a bold roMMODonii : 

An<l Ins wishes to crown* he comes up to town 
With ail Admiral’s flag at the fore. 


84 . REASONS FOR EATlONAb MIRTH 

Never think of meeting sorrowi 
r^rief, perhaps, may miss his way, 
t)r, if doomed to fret tomorrow, 

Let’s not lose our jiaugb to-day. 

Yet, wheh we love aro crjfirtg* , 
Surely that muat spoil Ottr mirth. 

To theit tcfiwes our tears raplyhjyS* 

Would foRt give new SOj^row birth. 
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Sand will sinky while pleasure’s mounted, 
Lest our joys he undermine. 

Give me, if time must be counted. 
Minute-glasses fill’d with wine. 


so. RATIONAL FELICITY. 

With a friend and a wife. 

First bl(‘ssiiigs in life. 

What on eartli oan our envied condition amend ? 
Should dear eft's pring be oiirs. 

Grant this, O ye powVs ? 

Be the giils like my wife, and the boys like my triend ' 


86. THE POLACCA. 

No more by sorrow chaced, my Iieart 
Shall yield to fell despair, 

Now joy repels th’ envenom’d dart. 
And conquers every care ! 

So, in our woods the huuted boar 
On native strength relies, 

The forests echo with his roar ; 

In turn the hunter flies! 


87. O WHAT A PITY » 

My love, the gayest of the throng. 

The first of youths in cot or city, 

With me would laugh tlie whole day long: 
But now he's gone 1 Ob, what a pity I 

With hiru in mirth the hodrs went by, 

He woo'd in words so ^ft and pretty. 
But Ws gone, ana left poor 1 
Alone to weep t Oh, what a pity ! 
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SB. IIUMPHRKV CLINKER. 

Twnjb— TA« 'inug Littln Island 


Tho’ "twas oft told to me, damr* Fortnnc can't see, 

Yet she isn't so ])lmd as folks think her, 

Or cUc tell me why she has cast a slice p’s eve 
IJjxai poor lonely Humphrey t’liiiktr ? 

(), })ooi Humphrey Clinker! 
ytable-boy, blacksmith^ and tinker ! 

Horse, anvil, and pan, I no\\ leave like a man. 

What luck for poor Humphrey Chnkei ! 

While my master, old Matt, has a head to his hat, 

From his service he’ll find me no shi inker. 

And ten tunes he repaid his goodnatured aid 
In the cause of poor Humphrey Clinker. 

As for Tib, 1 sliaVt say what 1 think her, 

She’s no friend to poor Humphrey Clinker, 

And then her dog (’howderf ( dare not speak louder, 
Oi she’d soon kick out Humphrey Clinker ! 

For young master and miss, I shall only say this, 

I like him, and goodnatured 1 think her, 

In spite of the plan of her sweetheart^ poor man ! 

To bribe honest Humphrey Clinker. 

^ p ^oor Humphrey Clinker, 

To gratitude ne’er be a blinker, 

Humphrey still must prove true to his trust, 

Or justice may tip him a clinker. 

If you ask me to toast the girl I love most, 

In a pot of Welsh ale I would drink her, 

But Win, if ^ou please, might prefer toast^ cheese 
To love-stricken Humphrey Clinker ! 

If e’er she should be Mrs* Cukkeb, 

And to me as a wife chance should lipk her, 
ril do what is right, so I wish you good^night : 
Remember poor Humphrey Clinker I y 
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80. FABLK. 

MERiy; OB THT LION AM> THJC MOUSt. 

A Mouse one day seeking for pleasure and food, 

Sing datfy down dilly so gay ’ 

Was seiz’d by a Lion, tiie king of the wood, 

Daflfy down dilly so gay ! 

The little Mousu then to the LtON did say, 

Dilly down daffy^ dafFy down dillv 
Have mercy, your Majesty, pray !*' 

Tlic Lion set Mousey down safe at her door. 

Singing daffy down dilly so gay I 

When the toils of a net made his majesty roar. 

Daily down diliy so gay » 

The mouse with her teeth set him free, and did say 

* DiHy down daffy, daffy down diU\ 

Your kindness Tm proudf to repay.'' 

The moral may teach us we ne'er shouh^ dcbpise, 

Da0y down diilK s so gay ! 

Follow*- creatures because they're not (jiiitc our own si/o, 
Daffy down diily so gay ! 

And mercy for mercyVsako given will say, 

Dilly dowii daffy, daffy down dilJy 
Tenfold I’ll reward you one day 


00. THE PILGRIM'S PROSPECT OF REPOSE. 

The Sun to ocean hies avray. 

The curfew-bell is ntiglng. 

And through the twilight grey 

Relieve their march hy singing : 

While eaC}i/th0ugh weary, feels delight, 

In thinking of his inn at night ; 

And twVy?ootaifcep*i^ in time, 

As plays the dishthl sdllagerchimc : 

Thus may we, when life's eve shall come, 
Rejoicing, seek a bettor home ! 
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«1 HOMANCE 

fdi away, oVi hilk and plaitis, 

A ciiiei Pitman tyiant icigns. 

Who holds a Christian maid in chains. 
Ah wcll-a-day, poor lady ’ 
l.ach fatal hour some giillaiutni^ht. 
Who striven to win the lail>'s 
Is that Pagan slam in fight, 

( )h well-a-day, poor lady » 

Trr ^on led Sun forsake the sky, 

I lilt ss nioic powhful aid is mgh, 

't hr Pagan she mnsi w^'d, or die ; 

<) wtU-a-day, poor lady \ 

And mightier aid is surely iiigU, 

I sec the Ri d Cuoss banner fly ! 

Tile rr scuod maid lao more shall cry 
Ah » welJ-a day , poor lady 1 


^12. THE FOETUS W1FE»S DREAM. 

11///// a Du* 1 1 ! talked of a dertaaed rm»( (rmf a 

Poltiical Opponiid^ /Ae AutkpPa H'tfe drintned Aiif h\.td umpuatd th 
fuiUiu mg, 

x:\miiFOitp 

hays Petty to “ I think I shall hit ye 

bay« Fifty to Petty, ** That is, if I let ye 


n TABLE. 

THE rox 4^NI> TKE I.Rim 

It chanc'd one day that a crow so black, 

Down m a meadow so green, 

Had pilfer'd a crust from a pedlar’s pack ^ 

And earned it off unseen. 

Up in an apple-tree flew the OSOW, 

And, ere j>he the taste pf her prise oouiltd ktiow, 
A fox trottAUg by, sat hint down Wlow% 

Ml in a meadow sp green * 
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Says Reynard, Jove's ea^ie sure I see ^ 

** Up m a tree so 

Says the Crow to herself^ He surely means roe, 
“And a very fine bird am I !" 

“ What eyes !'* says Reynard, and what an air ! 
“ That pluma^ so divinely fair ! 

“ Never was beauly seen so rare, 

“ Up in a tree so high !” 

The' Crow, enchanted, clapp’d her wings. 

Alack and a-well-a-day ! 
ftays Reynard, I'm sure that angel sings, 

“ Could 1 but hear the lay 1” 

The Crow look'd round at what he said. 

For flattery often ittrm the head^ 

She open’<l her molith, and she dropp'd her bread, 
Heynarcl caught it, and gallop'd away. 


(H. TflE MKRUy HORN CALL'S irS AWAY. 

In the. soil which true liberty yields. 

Where the lads of the cha.se leave repose for the fieldi- , 
The hunter, so liappy bestrides his gay steed, 

While distance ami danger but add to his '^pecd ; 

Who, dasiiimr along. 

Gives Echo ihf song. 

She blithely lelurns it the whole ol the day. 

With, Hark ! the merry horn calks us away !" 

By exercise braced cv'ry bosom must warm. 

And health, joy, and mirth, each a^ssume a new charm ; 
Dinn, Bacchus, and Venus, by (urns take a place, 

And day and night’s piys aic the fruits of the chare. 
While daslmig along, &c. 

0/?. TRt K AFFECTION. 

The sun its bright rays may withhold, love, 
Unreflected the moonbcains may l>e, 

But ne’er tiR this bosom be cold, love, 

Shall its pulse throb for any but thee ! 

For thou art^the joy of tny heart, love ! 

Thy beauty all beauties outvie ; 

And, lere wi|& thine image I'll part, Jove, ^ 

Thy loveri thy husband, would die ! 



The lovely verdure may turn, love> 

To autumn's sad yellow-diti^’d hue ; 

1 he winter like summer may bttrn, love. 

Ere iny ardour shall lessen for you. ^ 

For (hou art the joy of my hearty love * dre* 


ae, THE SCHOOLMASTER , 

OR, W)Vt AND LATIN. 

Once in school, wheie for state to no mortal I d boiv, 
Ma\nne, optiim., ma(?istei domino; 

I was t ikcu all o\er 1 can’t tell you how, 

Mt miscrahtle ' dolorous homtne » 

I WAS pu/rled and pla^ied, by the powers above » 

Filli SAW Kitty Spnggins, and thoug^ht it was love 
H( igho » away they all ! 

Rule ofThiee, Latin, Greek, globes, and astionomv * 

I ov(* £;Ave me a lesson I <ould’nt digest, 

Maxiine Cupido ^ magistei domuie ’ 

7ill Ilyiuon }»op|>’ I in, and I tliought I was bhst, 

IVIi unscrabilc cloloious homino ; 

In tin moinin^ I wed, full of joy and delight. 

And niv spouse broke m\ head long befoic it was night 
Ucigho* to old 11 any mi} j:o 
Multi plication, haid words, and economy ' 

I lam ifd this hard, and deteiinined next das 
Mimme nebule, no longer ilommc ’ 

I lom bei Aiid bei tantrums on miming a\iav. 

Me mi blit dolorous lummic , 
lb I sl.t SAXid me the trouble, and *’an awiy hl*«t 
\nd if e\ci J follow her, may I be 
lleigho * I’ll e'en let he i go. 

With hei multiplication, hard wonb, and economy! 


91 POOR MR. fePHIGGS’ 

Mr Spriggs the grocer married Miss Rei«el, 

He thought hei an angel, — ^she InmM out a devil ; 

Poor Mr. Spriggs ' 
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She »ung, parley -voo*d, danr’d waltzea aad jigs, 

Stie waBted the aud thi^ sugar, and HgB, 

And said she’d be please the pigs! 

^ Poor Mr. Spriggs ! 

Mrs. Sjfaiggsgave parties to tea and to dinner, 

And playM guiiica-whust, though she ne^er was a winner 

, Poor Mr. S]:)riggs ! 

She lov’d silver muslin, French lacc, and rieli slug's 
Pelisses, fur tjppots, and Chluchilli muffs, 

And some say she lov’d r'apt. Prown of the Buffs! 

Ptw Mr. Spriggs ^ 

Mr. Spiiggs and his wife had a quarrel one night, 

And she swoie she would drown hcrsell out of mere sjtit* 
, To poor Mr. Spriggs * 

Slie ran to the nver, and when she walk’d in, 

Her courage grow cool as the wave touch’d her chin, 

And drowning herself she now said was a sin : 

Poor Mr. Sprig, s! 

A fisherman saw her, atid thought she’d be wet, 

So be pull’d Sally out by a east of his net : 

Poor Mr. Spriggs ! 

Took hot home dripping wet to he*' oxvti anxious deai , 
Who cried, when h(' saw her S'* eobl and so queer, 

“ Pray sir, why the devil did yoe interfere 

^ Wuh poor Mrs. Spriggs ' 


9f>. HAKBY KELLY. 

My grandsire beat a driwn so neat, 
flis name was Darby Kelly, (> ' 

No lad so true at ratiattoo, 

At roll i-all or ix'veillcz, O I 
When Maiilbuo’s name ffrat rais’d his fume, 
My pranny beat the JKtint of war, 

^At he, and rlAMiLLii., 

Mad< cars to tipgle near and far. 

For with his WM such a twist, 

Tb^ girljs mwHW lpok» you don’t know know ^ 
Tim baulk’d aud^ctiod, and sigliManddM, 
When hrst he beat his row dow dow ’ 
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\ son had> my , 

As natealud^i^piK^O!* 4 ,,^ 

You’d ever kww^ i&rjiaBiii «lt^lci|^ 

Ffoxiii Diil^liiai io Kilkenny^ O I 
When WoXfE died, ms country’s prida|r 
To arras* my dapper father beat, 

Each dale atid hill remembers still 

How load, how loi^, how strob^, how neat ! 
With each dibui-sticd^e had the iSick, 

While girls would look^ yoo don’t fchow howl 
Thcii eyes would glisten, their e^rs would listen, 
WheneVr he beat liis row dow ddW ! 

Yet ere I wed, neVr be it saul, 

But that the foe I dared to meet. 

With Weli^ikotoib, old Erlo^s son. 

To help to make them beat retreat . 

King Arthur once, or Tm a dunce, 

Wab call’d the hero of his ago. 

But what was he, to him we see^ 

The Arthitr jpf ihe modanfi 
For, by the powVs ! from 14sbon towers 
He trophies bore to grace his brow, 

And made Nap pfance right out of France, 
With his English, Irish, row dow dow ! 


I>9. TOBACCO, GROG, ANP FLIP, 

Whato’er the pleasures known on shore, 
They’ve little charms for ap|ia ; 

Be mine the sea, — I ask no mote, 

'Tis Jack’s variety. 

Give me tobacco, grog, and ftip. 

An easy sail, a ti^t^bbilt ship ; 

1 n ev’ry port a pretty lass. 

And round, for me, the globe may pa«s. 

When tired of land, out ^ 

Witii will alert we steot * , 

O’er hoatihs seas, attack "the *fbpf ' 

For sailors know no fear. 

I 2 



Out prize m tow, all 

For fresh tobacco, flip, f?ro|r I 
In por< each seeke hia ftcv^rito li^ws. 
And bids the world itohoeded pass! 


too. THE BOOK OF XdFF> 

To dwell on fair infancy’s page where’s the need ^ 
Blank leaves no perusal can ask. 

In childhood ypu find \ts beginning to read. 

And calling improvement a task. 

That then we’re most, bappy we doubt to be truth,. 

And think present sorrows the worst. 

Till, our teens ending boyhood , we jump into youth, 
And thus endeth Chattbr the ^irsi. 

With pleasure the pranks of sixteen we rehearse. 
Till woman, that charm against grief. 

Makes Cupid from Hymen quote chapter atid verst- 
And bids us turn o’er a new Ipaf. 

Then married, or happy, or unhappy we, 

(For wedlock’s a lottery reckonM,) 

That time flies on feathers you ail must agree. 

And soon endeth CifAfTirit the Srcond. ' 

Approaching our period, behind us we look. 

This or that past mistake to amend ; 

For who can deny that in life, as a book. 

The Errata appear at the end. 

And now with good reason wc gravely reflect 
(la passages slightly past, 

Till FINIS allows us scarce time to correct 
The follies of Ciiai*tch the Last. 


, lei. sono, 

I.nck in life, tho" so bad. 

Scarce ( ould maae me melanclioly, 
>St‘ldoib rich, yet n^ver sad, 

Otlcn pdor, yet always jolly. 
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Fortune in my scal«, that's 

Of mischance ptit ttiora that! half in, 

Yet I don't know how it Was, 

I could never cry for latij^kig ! 

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

1 could never cry for langhmg. 

f 

Monstrous girave are man of hiir, ' 

(Law knows no end when on<;50 begwnag,) 

Yet those dopjb 1 never saw. 

But their wigs would set me grinning. 

Once when 1 was very ill, ^ 

Seven doctors came, such quisses, 

Zooks ! I thought they would, m# kiU 
With laughing at their comic phiatzes. 

Ha, ha, ha, Ac, 


After that in love 1 fell, 

Love creates a deal of trouble ; 

But my courtship, strange to tell. 

Only made my mirth redouble. 

1 laugh’d, she frownM, I laugh’d agaui, 
Till I brought her to her tilbeT ; 

Then she smiled^we wed, since then 
We mean to laugh tluough life togethci . 
Ha, hci,ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

We mean to laugh through life together 1 


102. BRITISH BAILORS. 

British sailors have a knack, 

Haul away, yo ho i boys I 
Of pulling down a Ibeman's jack, 

'Gainst all the world, you know, boys \ 
Come any odds, right sure ant I, 

If we can't beat ^em, yet well try 
To make our country’s colouirs By, 

Haul away, yo ho t bovs * 
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Briti&li sailors when ai soa, 

yo ho 1 boys ! 

Pipe all hands with glae^ 

WhH« Wp abft th(sy boys ! 

And when with pretty girteon shore, ^ 

Their cash is gone, and dot beiore^ 

They wisely go to sea ifor tnore> 

Haul away, yo ho 1 boys I 

British sailcnrs love tbe!r Icing, 

Haul awafy yo ho ! boys * 

And rouitd the bowl delighr to sing, 

And drink*his herdth, you know, hoys » 
Then While hi'* Standard owns a rag. 

The world comhiOci^ shall never brag 
It made us strike oUr country’s flag, 

Haul away, yo ho ! boys \ 


m THE MANIAC* 

O take me to your arms, loi^e, for kafu tb<^ wuuU do blow, 

0 take me to your anas* tova* for bitter is my woe ; 

She hears not, she cares not, dOr wiU she list to me, 

While here 1 lie, alone to die^ beneath the wijiow-tree ’ 

1 w^on both wealth and beauty, my joys seem*d ne’er to cud, 
1 wow both wealth and beauty, and thought Td won a (ruuid ; 
But my wealth has down, my friend is gone, my love ho stole 

from me, 

While Imre I lie, atone to die, beneath the wdluw-trce! 


IM, TOM StTJSABVs 

4»a, THE FA1*9E PllJKHD. 

Tom Steady own’d each Mahd aensatkm 
That worth mad vinue impart, 
The kindest thoa^i of heanen^a^ creation, 
Adorn’d hk mid yet heart* 

Yei think not,’ ifcosgh Id love devoted, 

In milksop feshioh, Tom* you view, 

His fault was, he tm fondly doated 
On one who proved to him untrue. 


4 



The maid had owfi’d she toy'd w otfaei^ 

So well atoTodtit 

To one he pri/,ed iMOiie ijbia Ibroitief » 

Itw c<mhdeuQ^, hk j<5>y eii:pi^e<fes^d. 

This friend (in friet^ehi|> there's mo saying 
What thuigs luey M>td the tmid 

That Tom had beei? laer love bette#in||i 
And kindly dail hue friend h0*»y’d. 

The lass, indignant, left hft lover, 

The faithful friend snp|died his place. 

Nor yet did haplejss Tom discover 
Mis lots, rejection, and disgrace. 

Till friend atid love from chimdi rCturinng, 
He met, array’d in gayest ]>rijdt« 

Ho fell to earth with an^ith burning. 

The neighbours jeered,*— -but Thomas died * 


10r>. WEDtttNG$ AfUh OVER THK WOULD 

A wedding's a weddiilg^ thn naivnr^ over, 

Fjoni Pekin to Londost, from T’ittMy to Dover; 

Mamed folks are the same wherever they’re bom, 

Fiom the Cape of Good Hope till yon dould^ Cape Horn. 
And sing Ballynamoro Qro, 

A snug merry wedding for me 1 
When a king means to wed, why he does it by pro^y. 

And sends over a lord to espouse his fair doity ; 

When ii commoner marries, thO bridegroom, poOt cAf, 

Js ohlig(.<l to go through all the business himself. 

And sing Ballynatnoro Oro, dfec. 

In Owiiyhee, they say# tbereV a stick broke in two, 

If you look in Cooker Voyage, youll tind it all true , 

In England they itever break Stmks, it is said. 

But married folks often break each ^ber’s head. 

And fling Ballynamoro Oro» iSfc. 

A soldier and lassie jump over a $wdrd, ^ " 

A sailor and girl oft; take each othCr*s word, 

A Jew may es^>ouso with hiS aunts a*bd his cousins, 

And Turks buy iheir wive4, like ouff chickens, by do/en ^ 
Sing BaUvnamoio ()ro,i^Jro 
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At a wedding in Ireiand tbeyVe wondVous frisky, 

With black eyes, bloody noset^ punch claret, and whisky ; 

In Scotlatid they Ve baggies, hodge-podge, aitd sheep’s-head, 
And in Holland they smoke twltheyV all put to bed. 

And sing Ballynamoro Oro, <&c. 

By whatever forms we aie link’d to each other, 

May husband and wilb live like sister fuad brother; 

Bo the interests of Britain united for eW, 

Like folks that arc marned, to separate never. 

Sing Ballynamoro Oro, &c. 


106 . EPITAPH ON MY FRIEND MICHAEL KELLY. 

Here lies, and you seldom have met with bis b*ke 
For simple sincerity, goddnatured Mike ; 

His rich native humoiu, his purse, heart, and table, 

W ith genuine welcome he gave you while able ; 

No sycophant he, as his actions will vouch, 

Yet, without any <iwinclination tocaoocii. 

To those who were “pleas'd to be pleas’d” few could bnntr 
More talent for rational mirth ; let him sing, 

Say, mimic, or blunder, he kept up the ball ; 

Was severe upon nonc^ UnalTeCted to all : 

He pleas’d by a manner completely his own, 

The theatre, festival, cottage, oi thione; 

Placed h^h on a sixpenny seat, none w low 

But cried, “ Bravo, Mike Kelly !” Or next, would you go 

To see Michael, where rank with phllauthropy reign. 

You’d hnd to invite him b<B Kmo not disdain : 

Tbo’ puritan a^al Mike’s profession should curse, 

Such sclf-estcem’d betters than him may be worse ; 

For tranquil, nay, dheerful, to death be resign’d him, 
Wlien he left many saints and more sinners behind him. 


IDT. THfi tONOSOW. 

Over port, p^, or kttutfbox, tberc^s always some wight 
To tell k long story at clubev'ry night; 

Wanting wit at a pinch, the box helps a bad joke. 

Or, deficient in fire, he supplies ye with smoke. 

DeiTv down. 
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bnu e we re told to believe ooly haJl wjiat we hear, 

Kv ry tale we attempt ^ould uom ftcWt be dear, 
Probability carefully m view T 

Foi example, Til tdl a abort story or two. 

Derry down 

Onct cl mail advertized the metropolis round 
Hfc d leap oflf tlie Monuwfcent on to lb«^ g#dnd f 
But, when half-way d^Wu, felt somfe nervous attack^ 
HeHcded, grew frighten^, turn'd round, and jump'd back * 

Deiry down. 

A boatswain, who ne’er had seen Punch or his wife, 

To a puppet-show wcnt^ the first time in hisli^e * 

Luii*h d, and wondeFd at ev’iy odd trick and gumace. 
When a barrel of gunpowder blew up the place 1 

Deiry down 

Spectators and puppets were here and theic thrown, 

When Jack, on a tree who had safely been blown, 

Took u quid, blew his whistle, and, npt at all vext, 

( iicd, bhiver me! what will tins ffellow do next^ 

Deny down 

A bluff ^unadier, under great Marshal Saxe, 

Had his head cut clean off by a XcOohaber axe; 

But hib comrade replaced it so nice ere it fell, 

Thai cl haiidkei chief tied round the neck made all well ! 

Derry down. 

His mem’ry was short, and hts neck rather long, 

W hi( h he’d bow thus, and thus, when he heard a goodaong. 
And, one night, beating time to die tale I tell yo»> 

He gave such a nod — that away his head flew* 

Derry down. 

1 could tell other stories, but here mean to rest), 

Till what you have heard may have thne to digest ; 

Besides, ere ray marrative verse I pursue, 

1 must hnd better subjects, and xqoaliy teub. 

Derry down. 
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10«. On Mh. giving ih^ Anthm* tbv Prm^t-^i»dk of th*. 

Chmedif </ ** The WenrH,*^ iffterp^f/tmning in U fer the loH Tme^ 
and foAm^ ieaiw &f ike Jnmenoe, 

In early life to tread the etdge 
Jack would have giiven the it 

As genuine truth,) — when pa^ his ^ youth. 

He freely gave *‘The Worta^ to jeave it. 


lOd. t’lIE BARD OF POOR JACK. 

One sigh (br the bard by philanthropy 6red, 

Who ne’er wrote but'some truth to impart, 

W^hose Muse, while pourlraying whal Nature inspireil, 
111 ought ev’ry touch home to the heart; 

On ius plain honest lay, fools would censure intrude. 
Forgetting the theme of his song 
Was the Heart of a or the Billov^s so lude,” 
Which bore his triip vessel along ; 

But grumblers can seldom achieve ought beyond 
The fake taste which directs their attack; 

And till pedants can rail Nature’s seal from his bond,” 
They’ll ne’er injure the of i»ooh Jack ! 

Ye ftur ^ues who love the bold sons of true blue, 

Your hearts will be ever allied 
To him who ne’ei yet breath’d a verse, but which you 
Might approve, and tins fact was hk pride ; 

Hm hwp^e apimkir^ melody neV own’d a strain 
Wbwm could pokon convey to the oar. 

Make semblance of pleasure a passport to pain, 

Or cause ruin’d beau^ a tear !” , 

If mirth, with sound mofafcointnhigled, may claim 
Recollection, his Muse ne*er will lack 
11ie wreath of true genial which juiitJy earn’d |ame 
Kntwines ftu* tkfe siub of Foba Jack ! 

Ye taisft of our island, what ♦* Saturday lught,” 

Tkiy waves roll, and weather blow hard, 

%aU bull you lo tohst her m whom you delight, 
Without some grateful thought of the banf^ 
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While the urn cueiee give one max^iy sigh 
To him who recorded yovM whlth^ 

And who^ tbc' ** gtfm aialk>” will nWh ym ncrrer dte. 

Bat in each aeamaxi'a heart find a'^Wth ; 

And you, bit)tixer Britone, met wMf . 

With apptaeae^hhx pmt meiite to oack» 

With delight will oft ftiink of each pauipt )ay* 

Which PQoa<3|ii|tEs*’ sung to etaace i»ooa Jack V* 


110. snii.LAH’s coms^mon 

Wl]fcen Paddy Mulvaucy cornea courting to me, 

When hia person I hear, and his Sweet \oioc I see, 

Tm fc^o fond of the sight, and so pleas*d with the sound. 
That 1 wish he would stay With me all the year round. 

Then when Father O’Rafferty takes «» to churcli, 

And leaves Judy and Norah and all in theJurph, 

Oh tbun, when in wedlock's softchaiiia we are taiound, 
Why, we’ll have a honeymoon al| the year Konnd* 


in, som. 

Simg by the Auth^ tit m AM^mt&ry tif Bnjtry lm$ Fund. 

Tun«— I 7i£r laimplii^Per, '* 

In times not Very long gone by,yoU heard a band with glee 
Whoaelyrc, howe'er I d^ to try, will feebly sound fiWin me; 
Father and I, it plain appears, unequal powers dctspluy, 

The difference is, he wrote for yealrs, and I but for to^^lay ! 

The world's a stagifc^ Os Shakspeoro lold ; we're actors, and no 
more, 

And manv h Yoriok now lies cold who made the table roar ; 
Act well your part,^ ttiepdctisays, There 41 the honoui 
lies, 

And he acts best who helps to rOise^ftill^i genius c»e it dies!" 

* Thl» song was vnrXtton tor the mMms wiattoit pro]»QiM^U tha ersUioa 

of a moiwiittent to bard’» momorj . 
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“ The drama's law,” so taste decrees^ the drama's patrons 
^ive,” 

And folks, 'tis said, ** should live to please, who only please 
to live 

Then think of those whose lives must he devoted still to you, 

And who, while here you’re mn$ souci, perhsqps are sans six- 
sous. 

Those ages dark, thank fatel are past, of buskins, masks, and 
socks, 

When hurley justices set fast the wearers in the stocks; 

And now a luckier Thespian set this liberal room presents, 

Who, if any stocks they get, *tis in the three per cents. 

Yet some there be whom fate denies to join those luckier 
ranks, 

And many who deserve a prize are doom’d to draw bu< 
blanks; 

Then let us strive, as brethren should, their hapless lots tx) 
mend. 

And those not brethren, be so good aseaeh to prove a friend. 

Some village Hamlet want may bow, or turn Othello pale, 

Some ‘‘mute inglorious” Noeval now may tell an humblei 
tale ; 

O’er Richard’s woes a balm pray shed : let gold enrich the 
tear, 

To give Jane Shore a loaf of biead, and furnish Joliet’s 
beer (bier.) 

May timely prudence, heav’nly maid! impart her cautious 
pow’r, 

And hid us seek a timely shade against misfortune s liour ; 

And, patrons, ever West be you, whose gifts our cares dispel, 

Till prompter Time shall take his que to ring life’s ourtain-bell. 


US. SPUCfiM. 

Sam Svlicbm, d’ye miiid ine? is one of those boy.s 
Who from dangers and duty ne'er flinches, 

Ho as well can sail through the world’s bustle and noise 
As any tight lad of his inches; 
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For Sam had a sweetheart, and meant to be wed, 

Till a trifling accident hnoch’d np his plan, 

He found she had married another instead ; 

But his courage he boldjl}' plgck^d up like a man ; 

“ lAjt her go if she will, but folly to sorrow, 

“ If a storm comes io*day, why a calm comes to-morrow 

f 

Sam sail'd to the Indies, and safely came back, 

Alter braving hard knocks and foul weather, 

Of I upees in his chest he had more than a Uc, 

And his Iteart was us light a feather; 

While himself and his treasure were boiatiug on shore, 

A pressgang prevented his rearhing tlie land, 

And his chest of rupees be Sat eyes on no more, 

For the rogues knew the value of what they'd in liand ; 

\ et it cost honest Sam little more than a sigh, 

‘‘ For,” says he, “ all this here will rub out when it's diy 

Sam once more returned with his pockets well lined, 

Yet his cloth was too shabby for wearing, 

So determined no more it should shake in the wind, 

From a bum-boat lie purchased repairing ; 

Then when Sam was new-rigg'd, his old trowsers despised. 
He threw into the sea— when a thought struck his nob, 
And sure no poor devil was e'er so surprised, 

When he found all his cash had been left in the iob! 

Some folks would have died, but our Sam had more sense, 
F’or,” says he, “ 'twill be all one a hundred years hence!” 

Sam was going again for fresh rhino to work, 

When his uncle, a lucky wind falling, 

Left Sam all his wealth, for the tcitible Turk 
With Old Davy for cash had no calling; 

Then Sam, having gold, didn't long want a wife, 

And, what’s better, his lass to imr sailor proves true ; 

With his girl and his grog he floats easy tliro' life. 

And laughs at the troubles he formerly knew : 

For," says Sam, '*on this maxim youlil safely depend, 

“ When things coisae to the worst, they'll be sartain to 
mend!" 
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1 13. Writim ^ ihe T^mjpk itkmf {hounds nf Sir H- C fioarr, 

For many a cato rafiaclbe hour ’ 

Enjoy'd aronad thj^ lovely banks* 

Reject not, dUver-hca^ed Stour, 

A wandVitig xainstrers heartfelt thanks. 

Ye too, of aymrih and dryad train, 

Who, tmbehcld, aronnd me play. 

To you I dedicate the strain, * 

The giatefal, tho’ unpofish'd lay. 

And thou, the master of this scene ! 

Whose attic and Lavmiau taste 

Adorn alike the alley [^eeu. 

The grot retiied, oi mimic waste, 

Could but my glowing thoughts appear 
With wish VI* for force in every line. 

A second Mako thou «hould*$t hear. 

Nor less than Mantuan praise bo thine. 


JI4. THft MOFPIN MAN 

Wliile your opera squallers fine verses are singing, 

Of heroes and poets, aud sucl**like huragufitins, 

While the world's running round like a mill in full sad, 

I ne’er trouble my head with what other folks ail. 

But careless and frisky my bell 1 keep^ ringing. 

And walk about merrily cryix»g my muihus. 

Dlywhite muffins ! 0 rare crumpets ! [cakes* ! 

Smoking hot Yorkshire cakes I Hot Ipaves and Prussian 
One a^penny, two a-penny, Yorkshire cakes ! 

What matters to mtfe that great folks nm a*gaddiiig, 

For politics, fedhjkm, and such bothetatipn ? 

Let them drink as they hrw, while 1 merrily bake, 

For, though I self Vm not such a cake 

To let other fodls’ Ihnoies eW set me a*'gadding, 

Or bitrthen my fbmtghts ^th the cares of the nation. 

n0> I neither hhy nor sell your Parltamont eake^tt but 
eontent mysidf wi<h-^ 

Lilywhite lamffine, Arc. 
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Let soldiere and sailors coalniMlmgfoi' glory 

Delict tn the rattle of drtimsand 4^troitipet8, 
Imdertakers get living folks dying, 

Willie actors make money by langhi^ and pry ing [ 

Let lawyers with quips and with quiddities bore 

It^ nothing to mo while Tm crying my crumpets! 

SpoKr\. — What do I 0M« lor I.tw>«r»? An% fia bokof, and MaiRter 
oi ibp Kua« loysfdf ? droM enowgb too, for a of the Kollte to be 

MMnt» 

Lilywhitc mufEns ! O rare crumpets! j^cake*^! 

Smoking hot Yorkaliim cakes ! Hot loaves and l^rus^sian 
C)iie a-penny, two a-penny, Yorksliire cakes ! 


115. THE MARGATE STEAM-yACHT 

Teakettles are beautiful things, 

And ladies delight in theii boiling O f 
How sweetly a teakettle sings. 

The cares of old ladies beguiling O t 
But who would have tlmught with so little trouble 
Th^’d ever be brought to simmer axtd bubble, 

Trora Dublin Bay to Parkgate O ! 

Oi over the waves So merrily, merrily, 

To the tune 6f Ahoy? for Margate 0 ! 

Spoiifw. — ”Come, ray rooiry pngsongors, yoo raay hrankfatyt, dine, 
anil boil juoi own parattes,'* ‘ What, in the steani ? O d<»ar, bow cleifer 
ind < onvenientl 1 dure btij^otte might wash and iron into Uie bat|;;ain.* 
“ To Im» sure, nm^inn, you nmy ** 

O'er waves so merrily, merrily, merrily, 

To the tun© of Ahoy ! for^ffae^g^te O ! 

Only think what a help to the tndism 
Y^en steamboats, would yep t^ink it, 0 ? 

Shall not only bring tea^ but th^t tea 
For all folks incUi:^ to dfk| it^ O ! 

Fear of waves and winds XkO longer prevailing, 

For BohcKly minds the danger of aa3ing«, 

From Dublin Bay to Parkgate^ Of 
Or over the waves so merrily, merrily, 

To the tune of Ahoy ! O » 

s 
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Spokbn. — B ut, Ottptaln, Vfimt wtmW be the consequence of nn ex- 
ciitte^inst^iUiii^vyauMhuve this adventafc^ : if you go 
Mj», you lose all imt of But If don't get in to-night, 

where shall we stq) to ateep (Mi, we shall sleep as we go along.’ 
** Whet ? vsleop with all thi^ young ladies ? I should be quite ashametl ! ” 
♦Odear! O deal* What the devil's tlie matter?" — ‘Matter! why, 
there's a mat big aatmon got tn ahiong the wWls, and he's lusl like a 
fish out of water 1^* Ah, bathe's In hot water now, and when he'-* done 
we'll have him up, whfieW , 

0*er thh Waves sohaevrily, merrily, merrily. 

We go by the hoy to Margate, O I 

Then to see the folks the deck who throng, 

While paddles, in time to music, O I 
Keep gracefully moving to ev*ry gay song, 

Or dance, if you happen to choose it, O ! 

The ladies fair sq sweetly talking. 

Though some of ’em reel a little in walking, 

From Dublih Bay to Parkgate, O ! 

Or over the waves so merrily, merrily, 

To the tune of Ahoy ! for Margate, O l 

Spoken*— '‘W hat titrt© slnill we get in, Captain?" — ‘A litlte befon* 
you gel out, my lady!' — “Holloa! the gemmae with the pbo.«phoru*< 
bottle in his pocket te all on fire! put him out’ put him out! put a miK? 
round hi« waist ! " — ‘O dear ! you've put H round iiis neck ; and now, if you 
i brow him overboard, he'll be burnt, bang’d, and drown’d into Uie bur- 
gain!’— “ Will he? O, that's nothing to the pleasures of a steainbonij 
which goes" — 

O’er waves so merrily, merrily, merrily, 

To the tune of Ahoy ! for Margate, O ! 


110, THE DINNER. 

By the world it is said, as we’ve all heard and read, 

That our uation^A much given to think ; 

Yet we cannot dijsown John Bull’s a}so prone 
To have plenty to. eat and to drink. 

Be the business what it may that comes in our way, 

A feast brings Oa^h man to his tether ; 

All our plans we digest, with the food we love best, 

And draw corks axid conolusiong together* 

Spoken* — “T hi« dinner; gentlbmen, is for this meeting of creditors : 
how will the poor plan cut up Better tilan you do, for you've spoJl'd 

that duck entirely*’ — “ Now I can't think what min'd him/' — ‘Champagne, 
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il you please, sir.’ — “ What’a tbe toaiit?''' — ^1 thought be ha^i been done 
up by' — “The ladles! you astotfiah me I Then I'll give you, * May the 
poor debtor who gives up every thing Iceei3 bis honesty ; and the? ru*U 
man no\^»r try to deprive him of " 

Thus bobbing, nobbing, song and toast, 

And sentiment combining. 

We troubles, cares, and fears forget* 

While merrily we’re dining. / 

If things of great weight, in the law, ebureb, or state, ^ 

Are thus followed by feasts, as we hear ; 

C)n occasions so gay as a snug we<iding-day, 

We of course expect pretty good ebcer. 

And, some time, after that, when with frolicsome chat, 

At the. christening each gossip so merry, 

To the hostess and ho$t freely qualf ev’ry toast 
In claret, Madeira, and sherry. 

8i‘oKf;y. — What a nice entortainmeni ! and w^hat a happy couple ! — 
\<M'A Iitippy ! and, as for the husband — Jievei yaw such a proose in all my 
' How that Mws Yollowieaf does eat! No vi'onder sihe don’t get a 
Im-band.” — ‘ HuaVamd ! why, sbe'a bt^en help'd Ihreo times already.’ 
‘‘ fiiose are nice birds ! — how are ah your young ladies ?*’ — * Ver^' mce, 
bul rather too little dre.'^s’d, 1 think. ^ thaik e»o; why then, I’ll 
give vou, * Success to the cause of onr meeting this evening.^ " 

Thus bobbing, nobbing, Szc, 

When politics tease, or when lawsuits displease, 

By vidvertisement gaily Ave meet ; 

And each voice wc may raise, to dislike or to praise 
Votes, that think what we may, we must eat. 

When an old friend of mine, where I oft used to dine, 

Left this world, which he once was the pride of, 

II is heirs gave a f^ast to ton doctors at least. 

To consult about what ‘twas he died of. 

SroKCN. — Gentlemen, you nil agree the patient is dead ! ’’ — ‘ Dead ! 
yes, and so will that wine be if you don't put a stopper into the decanter.’ 
“ ( think bis complaint must have arisen from — too much peppser in that 
ragout, doctor — or probably he died of — ti devilM gizzard i'or Doctor 
Jellybag.'' — ‘I wish I had beeii ca^M in sooner.' — “So do I, — for 
there's nothing worth eating left upon the table. Well, every thing that 
ca///rf be done done. That I deny, for the pork gri'^kin wasn't 
warm through: but what would have recommended, doctor?’' — ‘ A 
bumper, ^nd no skyligh ts ! * 

Thus bobbing, nobbing, song an4 toast, 

And sentiment combining, 

We troubles, cares, and fears forget, 

While merrily weVe dining. 
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1J7. THE KING AND THE PEOPLE, 

"rwixl the crown and the nation were confidence dead, 
'Tvvould be like a man’s body cut ofi’from his head, 

A pond out otfish, or a loaf without bread. 

Or without any church a hi'^li steeple * 

May the king' love the people, the pieo{)le tlieking, 

]\Iay he ^\ho loves neither receive hh full swing. 

While the lads of each island shall merrily sing 
Success to the king and the people ! 

1,0 t’s stick close together, for if divide, 

We do that which to make us our foes have long tried. 
So the stiajghier we’lj go while we’re all on one side. 
While on their own heads may they heap ill ; 

Who envy our nation as much as it thrives, 

May their whisky be weak, discontented their lives, 
May they run from their foes, to be beat by their wives, 
Who wish ill to the king and the people ! 


118. THE TOIITOISESHELL TOM CAT. 

WHITTEN FUH M». IIAXNIHTEU, 

Oh what a story the papers have been telling us 
About a little animal of mighty ])ri(;c! 

And who ever thought but an auctioneer of selling us, 

For near three hundred yellow boys, a trap for mice? 

Of its beauties and its qualities no doubt he ,told fine 
tales. 

But as for me Fd just as soon have bought a cat-o'nine-tails; 
I wouldn’t give for all the in Christendom so vast a fee 
To save ’em from the catacombs, orCataline’s catastrophe; 
Kate of Russia, Katterfelto’s cat, and Catalani, 

Are ev’ry one by this outdone, as you shall hear. 

SroicBN,- -“ Imngrmt? Mr, Ctifseye the auctioneer, with a catalogue in 
one hand, and a <'atapnlfa-look ing hammer in the other, mounted in the 
great room in Ca1eaton-»treet. — Leds and Gcmmen : cats are of two 
dislmctioneii, tom and tabb>\ and this is the only instance in which 1 have 
seen beauty monopolised by a mole ! What a magnificent mouser ! meek, 
4 
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though nmfaculine ! HN curious coucatenatioD of colour calls categoricallj 
ou you to consult your felmn bosoms, and bid mti knock him down/" 

Ladies and gentlemen, a-going, going, going: 

No sura for Tommy Tortoiseshell can prove too dear I 

Next I should tell you, the company around him 
Emuloursly bid as if tliey i,ll were wild 
Tom lliouolit ’em mad, wlaie they king of kittens crown’d him, 
And kiss'd, caress’d, and dandled luin just like a child. 
Lady Letty Longwaist and Miss Gregoria Griskin, 

Prim Polly Pussylove, Miss Scratch, and Biddy Twiskin, 
Killing Kitty Crookedlegs and neat Miss Nelly Neverwcd, 
Solemn Sally Stokes, who yes” to no man ever said; 
(h'ovvding, teasing, bidding, squeezing, each for puss so 
eager cry 

IPavc Tom they would, by all that’s good, as you shall hear I 

Si'OKEX. — ‘MJcb ! how beautiful be looks when he shuts lus eyes i 
Fi)r^^-^lve g'uineas in fifty pluces I Sixt> ! seven t} ! eighty! uinety ! 
- (io on, ladies ! HwouJd make a cat swear if he should go for so little I 
If the i 'ouutess of Catamaran were here, she'd not be made a cat's paw of, 
but w ould let you see bow the cat Jumps in less time than J can say — 

Ladies and gentlemen, a-going, going, going! 

No sum for Tommy Tortoiseshell will prove too dear ! 

Now' louder and w^armer the competition growing, 

Politeness quite lost sight of in the grand fracas — 

A Imndrcd ! two hundred and thirty-three ! a-going ! 

( lone !” Never cat of talons met with such o-clawf 
Nay, nine or ten fine genllemeu were in the fashion caught 
as well 

As ladies in their bidding for this purring piece of tortoise- 
shell ; 

The buyer bore him off in triumph after all the fun done. 

And bells rung as when Whittington and cat were mayors 
of London ; 

Mice and rats flung up their hatstd think that cats so scarce 
were, 

And mouse-trap makers rais’d their price full cent, per cent. 
I swear, sir ; 

Oh ! what a cat ! what a pretty Tommy Tt^rtoiseshell, 

The like of Tommy Tortoiseshell we ne’er shall see ! 



no. PAWLEY^S; 


OR, THE WHITE HART TO A OARK-COLOURED TCME. 

Writlnn improtnpfu ^ for a friend lij Annirrrsary^Janwtrpf 1833 , rtnd 
7tught hn sung at any other I'Vhiie Hart ua a snaitar occasion, 

I knew by llie smoke which so <;raceful1y curlVl 
From a kitchen as snng as the best in the world, 

1 the Whi'PE Hart at Bromley shall see ; 

1 gaiess’d what a welcome awaited my ttar, 

When Vawcp.y with good- humoured smile should appear; 
And 1 kn-iw, let things hap})en however they would, 

}Iis intentions would be that our fare should be good. 

At t)ie WiiiTE IIaht in Bromley, so free. 

Most travellers hail it the sign of good luck, 

And though some choose the doe,, and the deer^ and the hich,, 
The White Hart at Bromley for me! 

Where, when you have dined, what dessert can present 
A cherry like some of the priraest iu Kent, 

For of all Kentish cherries to epicures known 
By the flavor, the colour, the stalk, or the stone, 

The White Heart’s the cherry for me! 

I knew, if our president wished for a song, 

The Muse in composing it woiiIdnT be long, 

If a White Kbart the subject might be! 

TlnV whitest of hearts often meet w ith a mb, 

A handful of irawps here embellish our cluby 
With wine like a diamond ; and may our host’s trade 
Increase, till old Time puts to bed with a spade 
The White Hearj at Bromley, so free! 

If friendship in man be a prize to desire, 

It only can spring from what truth may inspire 
In a White Heart and spirit so free! 

Or, if for complexion in beauty you sigh, 

When caught by the charm of a sparkling eye, 

T'ho’that eye may be azure, celestial, or black, 

As fancy may paint, yet your fair mustn’t lack 
A White Heart, tho’ merry it be! 
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In short, through this up-and-down world ’twill he found 
Every good that embellishes life must abound 
In a White Heart, and spirit so free. 

And alter my song, should you ask fora toast, 

Having drank royal Hearts, who in peace rule the roust, — 
limv's our Chairman, or«r Vice, Wives and SweethearU so free, 
C)iir Ho&t, and, though la^t, not the least, Mrs. P. 

And all White Hearts wherever they .he I 


120. CHARLEY LAVELL, THE TUIlNPI RE-MAN, 

"He that would thrive must rise by five/’ 

For my part, I rise pretty soon ; 

And, cariy or late, 1 open the gate', 
lie it evening, morn, or noon. 

Fo tory, or to whig, coach, cab, cart, or gig, 

“ Pay here, sir!” is always the plan. 

And through the gate they pass, while I’m pocketing the 
brass, 

Like a very merry turnpike man. 

What lots hurry through, to race or review’, 

Or w’hcu milling’s the sport of the day ; 

Harks, ponies, and tits, lords, fiiishmen, and cits, 

So dashing; so spruce, and so gay ! 

AVhilc ticket in hand, I’m ever at my stand, 

With “ Pay here, sir ! your paper or pay !” 

Spokfn.— I low' iini('h,Plkey ?" — * Fonr-penre ! you make it 

less — ‘ What's the letter ?' — ** Letter ! <>, | C whut tJ R I Y do you X ? 
you’d better mind your F'w and Q’h ! Come G up, or 1 shall \V, and make 
3 our bot)e.s full c»f M’s!" — ‘Coarbniaii ! Ijhere's the ptde of « barouche 
eoming through the back of onr chariot Never niiml, sir ! my i»ole'i4 
tlirongh the next!” — M saj", jou Mounseer, 1 sha'u’l h-t go your bridle 
till you come down with the bit !’ — “ Sure, I shall not come down at all ! 
uinsUiuilv let go niy horse, or presently i shall w’htp 3 ?our face!’ — * You 
whip ! come that's a good 'lui.' 

So through the gate they pass, while I'm pocketing the 
In'ass, 

Like a very merry turnpikr-man. 
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ISI, THK NEWSPAPER. 

I wants a place, and who does not V 
I wish I’d as good as zum folk a got, 

I’d not disagree for a guinea or two. 

It* I’d plenty o’ inoney, and nothing to do ; 

/oppose in the paper I takes a look, 

"Why ’tis like all tiie world written down in a book; 

Here’s wauling, and wanted, and news rather old. 

And much to be given, and more to be sold. 

Reao^. — “ tVrjiioaa juul property protected in the — flj in Mercury 
Mftil, vvbicli be overluineti e\ery morning, at the corner oi’ lliittlebone- 
Inno — find e\er> soul on board, except the jnirser — comiiiiUed t<j bard 
labour — a public dinner, where the chuinnan drank — fifteen bv>i><be!ids 
uf London Pmticular Madeira, wbicb is to be sold witbout TOM'rie — 
with a child's? caul, the properly ol a lady who has no further occasion 
for ii. 

Then there’s politics, law, and each blank a great puze, 
Besides a few more unaccountable lies. 

Here’s doctors will cure, be the matter what will, 

And empty your pockets with WMuderfui skill ; 

Here’s law versus logic, and bills of the play, 

With fashions and Hres, and Martin and Day; 

Here’s dye for the hair, and the wig club so rare, 

Selling off at prime cost, and a hint to the fair; 

Here’s novels and poems by dozens and scores. 

The learned pig Toby, and other great bores. 

Heaps — “To lie sold by auction, a — yonncf w'orrian, who bviMi tln>*e 
yeurs and a baif in her las^t placf^, and is— warriinlrd to go 1000 nules in 
100 hours — at, forty-one sbUbugs per chaldron pool measure — from the 
Swan with tw'O Necks, Lad-lane, where places for the— boxes may be 
taken, and — no questions iisk’d — the landlord beiri^;^ — condemned to 
rei’e.ive 100 lashes, the same w;as- — shared in two quarters, three eighths, 
and two sixteeuth^, with 

Politics, law% and each blank a great prize, 

Besides a few more unaccountable lies. 
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122. MORBID SENSIBILITY ! 

OK, TUB POET AW THE MOTH. 

Lock’d Up in my study, with pen, ink, and paper, 

The fire which my fitricy created. 

One tumble! ot‘ grog, a cigar, and a taper, 

The Muse’s commands I awaited. 

I IbiHul her {invita Minerva) inclined 
To grant only dulriess, or froth; 

When “ a change in my visions” came over my mind. 
Thro’ theit silly intruder, a Moth. 

It wasn’t a crichet, but iiiore like a bat. 

As it singed its poor wings in the flame, 

W’hile annoy’d, and reflective, 1 musingly sat, 

Aiud began to the moth to exclaim — 

Perhaps you’re a lover,” — but that thought is stale ; 
“ Perhaps you’re a critical elf, 

“ Adventuring minds more illumed to assail, 
Forgetting to look to yourself.” 

The down from its wings o’er my manuscript flew, 

As gasping, it fell on my ver'^e ; 

And seem’d to say “ Crush me I” tliinks I if I do, 

1*11 be — (something unpleasant, or worse;) 

To the moth I gave safety, and, proud of that act, 
W^rote am)ther, with self-applause cranini’d ; 

Felt assur'd of success, but, to state a plain fact, — 
The moth died, and my drama was d — d. 


123. THE BARON AND HIS DAVGUTER. 

Donder Don Dronck was abaroaof old, 

Tlix daughter was jiretty, his castle well foi'tified, 
lie was fond of them both, but lov’d better his gold. 

In parting with \vliich he was always much mortified. 

Be his son-in -Jaw wealthy, he didn't care which, 

So pick’d up with an ugly old son of a — rich 
Old, cold, knight, tho’ so bold, 

He was, yaw, Mynheer! fam’d for his wealth over Varniany. 
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Vaiiderman GaiKlemiun Ijad a png' nose, 

A hump oil his back, and Ttho' little he thought of it.) 
llis legs up and down, in the shape of two bows, 

Put owe in mind of the long and'the short of it. 

His eyes, wall and winky, their lustre did waste 

On the baron’s fair daughter, who, having more taste, 
Ciied Oh, no ! I could not wed so, 

Oh Mynheer ! No Mynheer, not for all Yarmany. 

There might be a reason, and if you'll but wait 
ril tell it you ; why, this young lady, no tickler 
Than others, to orooked-legg’d men preferred straight. 
Which, perhaps you’il allow, w'as not over parLic/i/er ; 
But the fact was, that Albert Augustus Vou Groot 
Had, a short time before, got the length of her foot. 
With his, “ Mine frow, I can't tell you how, 

But tny love soars above all the barons' in Yaniidny!” 

The baron Don Dronk and the sun of his choice 

0\t twogfdloRS of hock sat them down with a notary. 
While tight, little Albert, who had a sweet voice, 

Sang to the lady, like Cupid's (‘vvn Aotary; 

And w^hile with the lawyer dad botlier’d hi-^ head. 

The ]o\ers ran oft' to a parson instead. 

Who cried, Oh, ho ! thro' a ring you must go ! 

“ Yaw, Mynheer ! that we will, spice of all Yarauiny 


lilt. KbK(,Y 

Jn a fjundan Churchyard, on the doJuroas Jiemisc of John 

Ksg., P.H E.o.pf.,* the most eininciit Man in his Line, who camv to 
the End of his Tether, July IJM, J^30* 

Slpulciire tolls the kuoll of mnrkct-day. 

The lowing herds from Smithfield now are free, 

The drover homeward plods his weary way, 

And leaves the town to many a nightly spree. 

Now fades the glimmering .strcetscape on the sight, 

And all that uir' a solemn stillness holds, 

Save where the butchers' carts wheel home their flight. 
And drowsy watchmen fill the empty folds.\ 

Ptincipnl Imngjnau awl executioner of New s^ale. 
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Save that from yonder gaol without a tower, 

The sleepy turnkey grumbling, doth complain 
or siirh as knocking at too late an hour. 

Molest his iron, arbitrary reign. 

Ill yonder rugged walls for safety made, 

Where giant rag-stones frown in ponderous heaf 
Each in his narrow cell, till trial laid, « 

The rude disturbers of our sovereigns, sleep. 

Perhaps in these neglected cells are laid 
Some hearts once pregnant with mercurial 
Hands that the very devil might have playM, 

And tongues that still may grace a living lyar. 

Some unfnW Turpin, who with dauntless breast 
The double-barrels of police withstood, 

Some nnpledg’d embryo Tjhirteix here may rest, 

As yet nnguilty of his victim’s blood. 

'I he breezy call of watch I at midnight morn, 

The pocket plunder’d in some gambling shed, 

The Charley’s rattle, or the mail-coach horn, 

No more shall send them grumbling hf)me to bed. 

For them no more shall pistol-priming burn, 

Nor flush-purs’d fencemen'*' ply their evening care, 

Nor buxorn blowings hail their rich return, 

And frisk their fobs, the envied swag to share. 

Oft did bright Bramahs to their picklocks yield, 

Their Jemmies oil the stubborn bar have broke, 

How jocund did they fan their prads a-field. 

How bow’d the trav'Iier to their sturdy stroke. 

Lei not the honest mock their daring toil, 

Their gin-fed joys, in back slum, ken, so big, 

Nor rum-beaks hear with magisterial smile 
The short, but flashy annals of a prig. 

Can storied urn or animated bust 

A better or more useful lesson teach, 

Than, when heV dead, and die we know he must, 

A gallant cracksman’s last, last dying speetih. 

• (rcntleraen who ** minions of the moon^’ of their s/h>(m opmn, 

and who are vuli^nrl) caUrcI receivers of tJlolen goodH. 
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Nor you, ye proud, impute to those the fault 
That sometimes they are not inhumed at all. 

But scorn the low sepulture of a vault. 

And hang* re-corded hi^h in Surgeons' Hall, 

Yet even these honesy that you may recollect, 

Some frail niemoiial is placarded nigh, 

To tell you how with halters they were deck'd, 

And when the covies suffer’d, and for why. 

Their names, their years, some sessions-paper’s Muse, 
Behaviour, life, and character,” supplies, 

And tells how gaming, naughty girls, and booze,” 
Seduce the youth, who, without respite, dies ! 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene 

The dark unfathoniM fobs of gentry wear. 

And many a hopeful youth with hand unseen, 
Transfers them to his own peculiar care. 

For theCy famed Johnny Ketch! now gone aiid dead. 
Who gave full swing to hc roe?^ of Nevv-gaU*, 
Perchance by very odd excitement led, 

Some kindred Nooslman may mquire thy fate. 

Haply some hoary-headed file may say 

Oft have I seen him at the peep of dawn. 
Brushing with hasty steps the molv away, 

To lag his men on execution-morn. 

There on that spot, where dangled many a wretch, 
Whole felon forms were seen exposed on high. 
Their listless legs he’d pull, tlicir necks to stretch. 

And quaff a quartern to their last good-bye !” 

Hard by each bar I’ve seen him reckless stand. 

The bar where thief is tried or liquor sold, 

At each, half -measures ne’er disgraced his hand. 
Where prisoner was young, or max was old. 

Ope mom I miss’d him at the whipping-post, 

Down at the tap — and near old Tyburn-tree : 
Another came; and, what amazed me most. 

Nor in the dock, nor at the bar was he. 
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At length, with dirges due, iii sad array, 

The ordinary gave him to the dust. 

Approach and read ; for thou mmt read the lay, 
That IS, if somebody should write it first. 


THE EPITAPH. 

Here rests his head beneath the shad^ of night, 

An awful man — John C/ieshire, too well known, 

For keeping in suspense full many a wight, 

Whene’er the law had mark’d him for her own* 

Large was his bounty, as his soul sincere, 

He lovM a drop^ and tho* his heart w^as tough, 

He gave a health, whene'er he drank his lieer, 

And ne’er denied the wretched — rope enough. 

No further seek his merits to disclose, 

Nor ask where, living, Twas he made abode; 

His line's extinct, and now he takes repose 

Somewhere ’twixt Newgate and Old Tyburn Road. 


125 . DKAMATfC llEMIXISt ENCES. 

Oh, ] have seen the Siddons, Qukf.n of Instriouic story, 

When she began, for Avon’s swan, to weave new wreaths of 
glory ; 

And I have seen the Jordak, Queen of Nature’s truest 
sporting. 

To raise whose Tame Thalia came, with Mirth and Love a- 
courting. 

And I have heard, like some .sweet bird, the Bileington 
surprising 

Tlie raptured ear, which seem’d to hear the sweetest lark up- 
rising ; 

And I have known the comic throne delightfully divided 

By Edwin, Lewis, like them who is ? faith, I’m not decided : 

Parsons and Dood, so truly odd, and darling Dicky 
St'ETT, 

Bannister too brought authors through, when few folks 
else could do it ; 
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And 1 might sing of Tommy King, and others, though less 
thought ou, 

As Moody, that was always Pat, and sterling as Dick 

WnoUGIlTON, 

Who did the trick, like Johnnies Quick, and Palmeii ? I yet 
tremble 

At how A plann’d 2 ) death, in hands of Johnny 

K EM BEE. 

If Incledon was less the ton than some, 1 beg to tell ye, 

'Twere now a treat such lads to meet, as him or kind Mik 
Kelly. 

Who doesn’t sigh for EmeR-y, or Johnstone, funny rogues. 

Or who is like, in Teague or Tyke, to match their pair of 
brogues 

And Cooke, and Kean, J both have seen, from summci' to 
October ' 

I’d sit, ’tts fact, 10 see them act, especially when sober. 

Dame iVIatiocks, we shall scarcely see thine equal ui a 
hurry. 

Or Nature view, in guise more true, than thine, wMrin- hearted 
Murray. * 

Like Crouch who sung? or like Miss Yorso, who acted '' - 
\^^e grew barren 

Of comic taste, when rank displaced from Drury Ihit.^y 
Farren, 

Those merry wights, a pair of KNiuiiTb; and Stmmons, when 
t/tei/ left us. 

What comic trine of ‘‘Auld lang syne” of more delight 
bereft us. 

We make less stir for WLwiTiKR, but when such worth 
adorn’d him, 

Tom (.'ollins died, Thalia cried, and e’en his brethren 
mourn’d him. 

Tw'ere rhyming sadly, to bring in Badd’ly; yet nobody 
su}>poses, 

A Charles youTl see than Smith more free, or beat the first 
in Moses, 

Nor let us rob poor Palmer Bob, of unpretending laurels, 

We tieedn’t blush to laud hk Brush, or fire, in Lovers" 
Quarrels. 

Dear Davenport, 1 pardon court, thy name so late to write 
' it ; ' 
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And thine, Dame Pitt, ’twere yet less fit, thy grandson’s 
peu should slight it : 

Si* auks! I owe yet their fire a debt, and Sedgwick, ercc 
sign urn, 

That I have not thy voice forgot, nor thine, my Cliarley 
Diokum ; 

Or tliine, with eaxon fairly flaxen, who more could pleaso 
than thou, boy, 

Tom Branch ARD higLt didst many a night, in merry little 
ploughhoy 

Bob P'lliston, no idle son of genius, and his brother, 

Joe M UN DEN, we may never see the like of one or t’other. 

There’s yet a f<*w, whom once 1 knew — and others who have 
known 'em, 

Opine ’tis be^t, to let them rest — nil mortuis nisi bonum ! 

Of ihobc not dead IVe nothing said: may John Bull long 
rew^ard ’em, 

But, should they die, and say good-bye ,” — then see how Til 
applaud ’em. 


126 . INCONSTANCY, 

O where is my lover, so fickle and frail ? 

He vow’d to be constant to me. 

Yet daily he tells to another the tale 
Oft whisper’d beneath yon lov’d tree. 

Those dew-spriukled branches by nature must fade, 
Those blossoms soon wither’d must be. 

But affection, once plighted to man or to maid, 
Should prove firm as the root of the tree. 


127. DUET. 

FAME, FREEDOM, AA’P THE FAIR. 

When rous’d by invasion, of all we hold dear, 

What breast can submit to the dictates of fear ? 

'What impulse to glory can stimulate more 

Than the freedom we’d die for, the maid we adore ? 

Aspiring to merit a nation's applause, 

Let each man unite in what's ev’ry man’s cause; 

This bond of best union the grave shall not sever, 

For FREEDOM who falls, shall in fame live for ever ! 
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12S. ON THE MARRIAGE OF MISS TONGUE. 

Talking she lov’d ; and better had she tarried : 
For she was never Tongne-^iec? till she married. 


129. LOVE AND POVERTY. 

The hawthorn was blowing, all nature look’d gay, 
Primroses were growing, birds sang on each spray ; 

More sweet sang my true love, more sweet to my ear, 

I am waiting for you, love !” ’lis Spuiko time of year ! 

In SuMMCR I yielded a bride to be made, 

But as leaves droop in Autumn, pleasure may fade ; 
For Jove without fortune gets chill’d by the frost, 

And by Wikter, alas ! ail niy raptures were lost. 


130. THE ASSIGNATION. 

Written for miss Stephens. 

The silver queen, whose lovely ray 
Illumes yon stream with mimic day, 

Can warm this w^akeful, anxious breast, 

To meet rny love when others rest. 

When the fire-fly lights his cfdd pale lamp, 
And the storm-biid sleeps in the sedgy swamp, 
’When the pead-fish on the waters play, 

My love to me will haste away. 


131. FOUR ANP TWENTY PUPPET-SHOWS. 

There were four and twenty puppet-shows all of a row, 

Four and twenty puppet-shows all of a row. 

Spoken. — “ There were Punch and his wife ffoing to heaven in a hand- 
and the devil l|gliting with « dark lantern for fear they should 
lose their way ; and there wRs the oelehrated Signor Monaterini standi 
behind tin? door in a niatinaf nem yat attempted, and saying nothing at all 
in a foreign Iwigti^e for the iulornui^oii of the people.*' 

Down below I 

Bemuee it wa® a holiday, therefore they would be merry. 
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Four and twenty gardeners, all of a row, 

Four and twenty gardeners, all of a row. 

SroKUN.- There were the rich gardeners at the west end of the town 
boa'll in ff of their large cro|>8 of salary, and the poor gardeners at the cast 
end ol the town without any saJary at all, and no other crop than a plentiful 
one from the jiarsle}-bcd ; und there they were crying, ** Pray rememl^er 
“ poor gardeners ! — w ith fine large onions a jieiiiiy a rope — no more than 
“ a penn) to ace Punch and his wife/’ ifec. die. ^ 

Down below ! 

lleeause it was a holiday, therefore they would be merry. 

Four and twenty lawyois, all of a row, 

l‘\mr and twenty lawyers, all of a row, 

Si'oKLN. — “ There were lord - chancellors, vice • chancellors, good 
judi(t',N, and bad judges, masters of the rolls, attornies, barristers, and bum- 
baiU>-«.— all a penny a lope — and the devil lighting ^om with a dark lan- 
tern, for fear thev .should Lose their way, to see Punch and his wife, and 
the Signor Monsteruu, dsc. 

Down below ! 

Because it was a holiday, therefore they would be merry. 

There were four and twenty bakers, all of a row, 

I"our and twenty bakers, all of a row. 

Sp<»Kr,N. — There wmis faie chalk, flour, water, alum, and short- 
weight, making the fortunes of the bread-makers, biscuit- bakers, ginger- 
bread-bakers, muffin-bakers, masters of the rolls, banisters, and bum- 
bailejs — and the devil lighting ’em with a dark lantern, for fear iliey 
should lose their way to the regions — 

Down below ! 

Because it was a holiday, therefore they would be merry. 

Four and twenty actors, all of a row, 

Four and twenty actors, all of a row. 

Spoken. — “ I’bere were the English actors all behind, and the foreign 
actors w’here they never M erc seen before, in the places of Tom Thumb, 
Alexander the (Ireat, and Little Pickle.; Sylve.'ter DuggerMmud, Dozcy, 
Dumbit^dikes, Macbeth, and Mungo, and Oth'Cllo, with their laces black’d 
all over with — flour, alum, and short- weight, making the fortunes of, <kc. 

Down below ! 

Because it was a holiday, therefore they would be merry. 

Four and twenty authors, all of a row, 

Four and twenty authors, all of a row. 

Spoken.-—” TBoie was, ‘ Havo you seen my Mvil Eye f * ” — * No sir, 
I was too busy bringing out my own Fooi»* ” You can’t think 

what trouble I’ve had with my Mother f* one part was Ums broad, 

another too long ; one lady couldn’t ftudy, a second couldn’t Bing, and a 
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third, having undertakou the part of Othellti,* had black'd iii'r face all over 
M'itb — chalk, flour, water, alum, and short- weight — to make the for- 
tunes of the gingerbread-bakers, mnflin- makers, masters of the rolls, 
good judges, bad judges, barristers, and bum-baileys — all a penny a ro|>(‘ 
— and the devil lighting them with a dark lantern, for fear they .slnnild 
lose their way to see—Vuneh and his wife, and the celebrated Signor 
Monsterini standing heJiind the door in a manner in'ver yet attempted, 
and saying nothing at all in n for<*ig« language about — French ojiera'v, 
Italian o|ieras, German operas, pas seuls, pas deux, pas trois, atul Ihiga- 
nini’s — dancing the rope upon <»rie string, jumping over a tuopemiy 
loaf without touching the bottom crust, and through a hogshead of claret, 
w^here, if he should stick in the middle, he^U drink his way through, loi 
the entertainment ot the people 

Down below ! 

Because it is a holiday, therefore we must be merry ! 

13*2. T^IE LICENTIATE IN LOVE. 

WaiTTr.N COR MR. IMWCETT. 

Turk — Frem^fi ('ouivtry ?)«»«•<*. 

Learned men, now and then, ^ield to very odd vagaries, 

And tho* grave, still 1 have whimsies of my own ; 

Soft sensations, palpitations, skip about my heart like fuiries, 
Slaves to beauty, ’tis our duty to support her throne. 

For learned men, dio'. 

Flora’s eyes, by surprise, caught my fancy at Tohroo, 
Neighbours said, when w^e wetl, what a lov^ely pair ! 

Flora scolding, soon beholding, nought to conquer me could 
she do, 

Took to crying, I complying, kissM the weeping fair. 

For learned iiier], <^^e. 

Flora died, how I sigh’d, vowing henceforth I’d live single. 
Some said I, with one eye, laugh’d, and wept with t’other, 
ButLtTCPTTA, who knew better, came her tears with mine to 
mingle. 

Talk’d of Flora , and wept o’er her, till we wed together. 

For learned men, 6ic. 


13.3. WRITTEN FOR MR. BRAHAM. 


My heart with love is beating, 

Transported by those eyes ; 

From thee there’! no retreating, # 
in vain your captive flies* 

* OtheiUo has re€«at)y been several times acted by a l»dy, at two of the 
minor tbeatree. 
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Then why such anger cherish ? 

Why turn those eyes away ? 
When, if you bid me perish, 

Alas ! I must obey. 

Could deeds my truth discover. 
Could valour win your charms, 
rd prove myself your lover, 
Against a world in arms. 


134, PARODY. 

robbers’ duet. — VrilITTEN FOR “-THE HEART OF MID-LOTHIAN.'^ 

Deserted by declining day. 

When weary wights benighted stray, 

From bush or thicket wc appear. 

To scare the traveler’s startled ear, 

With ** Who goes there ? Caitiff, quickly tell ! 

Your cash! or die! — Good-mghtl All’s well !” 

Or riding home from fair or feast. 

Some farmer, nodding o’er his beast, 

His wit overtopp’d by humming ale, 

The tipsy joskin we assail 

With, Down ! Your money quickly tell ! 

Your watch ! Y'our notes ! — ^Good-night ! All’s well V* 


13v5. THE BIRD. 

The bird in yonder cage confined 

Sings but to lovers young and true ; 
Then pray approach, if you can find 
The picture suit — Ah, no ! not you. 

Goodnature only wakes the lay, 

A father kind fhe feat may do ; 

Then pray approach, if you can say 
The picture suits — Ah, no ! not you ! 



irffl. A SOLDIEK'S LIFE. 


mi: MELODY BY HIE \rTHOB. 

W^ho’ll serve the King?*' cried the sergeant aloud, 
lloli wrmt the drum, and the file jilay’d sweetly: 

Here, master sergeant!” said I, fnan the erov/d, 

“ !sn lad w'lio i^iii answer your purpose completely.” 

^ly father was a corporal, and wtdl he knew his tra/le, 

<.)f women, wine, and gunpowder, he never was alVanl. 
}I(-M marc'll, fight, left! right! 

Front dank ! eentro rank ! 

Storm the trenches, court the wenches, 
f-ov’d the rattle of a battle ; 

Died with glory, lives in story ! 

And, like him, 1 found a soldier’s life, if taken smooth ami 
rough, 

A very merry, hey-down derry, sort of life enough. 

Hold up your head !'* said the sergeant at drill, 
lloll went tlie drum, and the fife play'd loudly ^ 

‘"Turn out your toes, sir !" — Says 1, ‘‘ Sir, 1 will 

For a nirable-wTisted round rattan the sergeant flourish'd 
proudly. 

My father died when corporal, but I neier turned my back, 
Till promoted to a halbert, I was sergeant in a crack. 

Jn sword and sash cut a dash; 

Spurt’d and booted, next recruited, 

Hob and Clod, awkward srpaad. 

Then began mi/ rattan ! 

When boys unwilling came to drilling : 

Till made the colonefs orderly, then who but I so Liu If, 

Led a very merry hey-down derry sort of life enough ! * 

Homeward, my lads !’* cried Uie general, hu^za 1” 

Roll went the druni, and the fife play’d cheerly : 

To quick time we footed, and sung all the way, 

“ Hey, for the pretty girls we all love dearly !" 

My father liv’d with jolly boys in hustle, jars, and stiife. 
Arid, like him, being fonci of noise, I mean to take a w ife. 
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Soon as Miss blushes y-is, 

Killies, gloves, dears, loves, 

Bells ringing, comrades singing, 
lloueymoon hnished soon; 

Scolding, sighing, children crying! 

Yet still a wedded life may prove, if taken smooth and rouy 
A very merry hey-down derry sort of life enough ! 


i;n. Because she was poor! 

Cla-udine liv'd contented, and peace w^as her lot. 

No care would have cross’d her abode. 

Hadn't 1.0VE, that dostroy<ir, one day to her cot 
Unkindly shewn Sorrow the road ; 

To Love she unthinkingly open’d the door, 

But he soon laugh’d, and left her, — because she was poor 

With just indignation she saw him depart, 

And })orhaj)s had to fate been resigned, 

But Lovk, not <Hontented with stealing her heart, 
Unkindly left sorrow behind! 

Ah why, silly girl, did she open the door 

To one who could leave her — because she was poor ? 


13R. THE GltDED PH.L* 

Now don’t be cast down, for I sw ear 

By this hand, which Ud rather not take ; 

By those eyes, whose bright beams I can’t bear; 

By that tongue, which has oft made me quake: 
That, in spite of myself, I’m irapell’d to your arms 
By a rich pair of pockets o’erflowang with charms. 

For better, for worse, and for life, 

Uncle’s will says you must he my own ; 

But my will, my dear future wife, 

Would willingly let it alone : 

Yet, how can I help it, iinpell’d to yowr arms 

By a rich pair of pockets o'crflowiug with charms. 
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130. ENTRE NOTTS t 

Your charms may of lovers attract you a crowd, 
But, in choosing, this truth keep in view. 

The man who loves dying, and sighing too loud, 
„Means nothing at all — ei^tke 'nous ! 

The youth who says little, possessing a mind 
Unconquercd by any but you. 

Take him, for more plausible outside, you'll find, 
Means nothing at all — etstjie nous ! 


140. HElGHO‘ 

When gaily peep'd the morning 
To see night’s shadows fly. 

My downy pillow scorning. 

With pleasure up rose 1 : 

In sportive glee pass’d all the day. 

Till 1 ne false youth came in my way; 

And now I’fn left to sigh and say, 

Heigho I Heigho ! 

Why did he come? Why did be go ? 

And leave me to sigh ? Heigho ! 

How could I guess that courting 
Hid danger in a charm ? 

No lamb around me sporting 
Thought less than 1 of harm. 

To mirth attuned, my heart was strung 
So high, that when my steps and tongue 
Should walk or talk, they danced and sung, 
Heigho I Heigho ! 

Why did he come ? Why did he go ? 

And leave tne to sigh ? Heigho ! 


141. WOMAN'S APPROVAI*. 

WiCirrTSBDr W&H MR. lNCI«£DOM« 

The blast of wat may loudly blow 
The note of animation, 

Yet^ Valour, what inspires thy glow 
like woman^a approbation ? 
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Woman ! without thy dazzling charms 
The world were wrapt in shade; 

Cold were the cUrioa's call to arms I 
And laurerd wreaths would fade. 

Then, lovely sex, with ma^ic smile, 
btill point our hopes, our cares beguile, 
While glory, love, and duty 
Shall warm, alarm, / 

Inspire, and fire ! 

To gain the meed of beauty ! 


M2. GLEE. 

IN hOVEf IS DEBT, ASD IN LIQUOll ! 

We*re three jolly boys as you ever have met, 

Who have fallen in liquou, in love, and in debt ; 

Fortune cuts such strange capers, Od’s heart 1 1 could kick 
her, 

To think we*re in love, we're in debt, we're in liquoh ; 

Our pain 'sin the pocket, heart, head 1 What’s above 
The torments of drinking, of debt, and of love ^ 


143. THE COLOUR OF THE WAVES. 

WHITTEN IN 17P0, 

When the w'orld first began, and some folks say before, 
As old Neptune was quaffing his grog at the Nore, 

He cried out in his cups, As ray land is the sea, 
‘^Tishigh time to consult what its colour shall be.” 

AMpniTKT i'E had been to drink tea at Sheemess, 

And had seen at the barracks a captain’s spruce dress, 
To her husband she cried, as she flirted her fan, 

“ L( t its colour be red ; do now, that's a dear man ?” 

Neptune shook his rough locks, at his wife gave a frown, 
When his tailor call'd in with some patterns from town ; 
He still was perplex'd, till he cast up his eye, 

And resolved that the ocean should match the brighl sky^ 
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Thus the sea, as philosophers know to be true, 

As it wash’d our white cliffs bore a fine azure hue. 

Till the laurel of Ihitaiu victorious was seen. 

To reficot oij its surface, an<l change it to ourEit, 

You may guess our opponents w^erc sad at the sight, 

As the sea grew more yreen, our pale foes grew more white, 
Ati<l ne\er beheld it but vext at the view, 

They scolded old Neptune, and cried out mov-bleu ! 

May its colour remain, and good luck to the boys 
Wim o’er its salt sin lace through danger and noise, 

^Vith lion E, Duncan, and Jahvjs, and Nelson maintain, 
That the tight little island will govern the main. 


14^1. MY CHOICE. 

i\e fancied a dwelling, a neat spot of land, 

A table not poor, nor yet pompously grand, 

Where some of the dainties are drest by thy hand, 

For thou art my choice, dear charmci i 

I've fancied a friend to make one of ns »hreo, 

Our pictures in little to«iton each Km e; 

Grant this, and who will may live single for me, 

For thou art m\ choice, de;ar charmer! 

Fve fancied a shield from lulversity’s dart, 

In the sweet consolation thy smile would impart, 

And the balm thy lov’d lips \voul<l convey to my heart. 
For thou art its choice, dear charmer ! 
And Tve fancied Prosperity's visits would be 
Of no other genuine value to me, 

Thau his blessings to double, divided with thee, 

For thou art my choice, dear charmer ! 


H5. THE LASS TOR A SAILOR. 

The lass for a sailor is lively and free, 

Meaning yes, she Wuld scorn to say no; 

Such a girl as would dangers encounter with me, 
When over the billows we go. 



One on deck, wlicni bii^ht moonbeams bespangle the deep. 
Who would sing while the plummet wc throw ; 

Or, while loud blows the wind, would unconsciously sleep, 
While over liic billows we go. 

O had 1 for life such a free-hearted lass. 

I’d envy no mortal below; 

On shi[iboaid, or shore, time w'Ould merrily pass. 

As over life’s billows w^e go. ^ 


i‘!it <h( iho uf (iaiJVTHiuu Oi>vTrs, « rt^/tiarkahUf rflr- 

in Alis'< Srr:?«rER, nj ^larCLorong/i,, Tfye Crremonif 
pt rfnrmed h)j the U<‘-v. A. Tayf nii. 

A Tavi-ou tack’d the bridegroom to the bride, 

Whmi little SrKXCf.ii to Gickat Coates was tied. 


tn. TiiK iN.srrrtTTtov or thk 

V.IJ. 

1/tr DkV'ii.i.v, tfAM.'iied />// UcNiiv JRsu., n/i/f the 

e*'lf'{jrn(e(L flion^h u/t/orf/ruafe Dr. X>40 >j>, tvere anwH^ the Just uhtur 
leiD'iiJ-heni'ii'u vivas i^ave hiith io this invaluable fnstitutfon. 

as darkest December, the frost- pointed sleet 
Was borne on the whirlwind, like ocean’s white foam ; 

I'ast closed was each door, and deserted each street, 

Save of Avretches who wander devoid of a home. 

‘Twas tlie season of joy, when Hrs memory sublime 
Who bled for onr -sins, and expired for our sake, 

Is hailed with rude mirth, ill beseeming tliat time 
Which should gratitude’s sacred emotions awake. 

The song, and the jest, and the story went round, 

By warm hearths, where the grape gaily circled about; 

And, while on the ear burst loud merriment’s sound, 

Mirth heard from within heighten’d without. 

Wh(‘re the portal superb of an opulent lord 
With massy projection invaded the street. 

To share the cold shelter it’s roof might afford, 

'fwo children of want took a sorrow fill seat. 
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^Twas winter, I’ve said, yet thin garments of white 
The limbs of two shiv’ring females enfold ; 

^nd keenly pass’d thro’ them the blast of the night. 

As close to each other they shrank from the cold. 

The transit of heat those fell liquids impart, 

Those liquids impregnate with murderous fire, 

Had ceas’d to inflame, an<l left colder each heart, 

From that warmth of the instant which glows to expire 

With voice scarcely human, so mournfully hoarse. 
Indignant in tone, ytt suppiessing a sigh, 

Onr daughter of error addicst>'d her discourse 

To the other, who scarce rais’d her tear-swollen eye, 

** That riiy parents arc living you’ve oft heard me say, 

** And, 1 hoped, unin form’d of their Emily’s fate; 

‘‘They’ve discovor’d me mow, and a letter to-day 

“ dlfers pardon and home, — ^bnt the offer’s too late.” 

“ Ah, take it ! accept it !” with eagerness cried 
The withering blossom who loan’d on her knee ! 

“ Accept it 1” “ Oh never !” indignant replied 
Stern Emily : once no one milder than she. 

“ Accept it!— encounter a mother’s reproof, — 

“ A sister’s contempt, — a whole neighbourhood’s scorn 

“ Ko ! never again will I darken that roof, 

“ Where, would 1 had never, ali never been born ! 

My father so partial, so fond, none beside 
“ Of his children so loved, so distinguished as I ; 

“ He lived but for me, and for me would have died, 

“ And, sooner than meet him, shall Emily die. 

“ My brother, whose anger inflaming a mind 

“ Once mild as an infant’s, w ith vengeance too just, 

“ Like lightning, flew swift my seducer to find, 

“ And mingled his treacherous blood with the dust. 

“Will he too forgive ? or will he too forget 

“ That for my sake he wielded the murderous steel ? 

“ No ! his bosom must heave with those agonies yet, 

“ Uis friend’s breathless body first taught him to feel. 

“ Accurs’d be the tongue, tho’ now silent in death, 

“ Whose accents delusive my senses beguiled ; 

“ Enveloping poison in flattery’s breath, 

“To steal from her parents their once happy child. 
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But, mem’ry avaunt! why recur to the past ? 

“ Come, come, fellow- sufferer, this coin is yet mine ; 

** Shall souls form'd like ours turn coward at last? 

“ At you tavern we'll drown the reflection in wine/" 

Away like a maniac the frail one has fled, . 

As, with counterfeit glee, a gay ditty she sung; 

Her companif>ri remained, while — faint, weary, half-dead, 
From liei lips deadly pale were these sentences wrung; 

‘‘ Had / but a parent ! had I but a home ! 

A sister, a brother ; ah, had I a friend ! 

No more m the streets would I comfortless roam, 

No more my long suffering conscience oftend. 

“ Alight industry succour the orphan bereft, 

“ lloNv liard would I work for a morsel of bread ; 

“ But wliere shall the female by character left 
“ Find shelter to hide her disconsolate head ? 

“ For who will the voice of her agony hear? 

Or who with relief will her misery bless? 

Or who will believe that the tale is smccre 
“ Which tells of repentance enforced by distress 

By sobs interrupted, her accents grew weak, 

And many a tear fell congealed by the frost, 

Asher sorrow-worn arm scarce supported her cheek; 

Yet neither those tears nor those accents were lost. 

A being, benevolence beam'd in his heart. 

And the stamp of that feeling his countenance bore, 
Overheard her sad 'plainings, uumingled with art, 

And vow'd to conduct her to virtue once more. 

Nor did he alone to her sorrows extend 

The hand of assistance, which led her to peace; 

He became of all penitent sutf’rers the friend, 

And created a homo where their wand'rings might cease. 

The mansion exists, to his ne’er dying fame. 

Which this appellation his memory gives, 

The “ Fhiend of Wrong'd Woman,*' great, glorious name ! 
Which shall ne'er be extinct while humanity lives ! 



M8. ANCIENT IJRITISH LOV^E 80NG.S 

COrRTSHIP OF THE HlOHEll RjIWKS. 

Ca fhraHa tn ICdda. 

By those raven-dyed ringlets that flout round thy foiniy 
And chcle that heaven thy beauties display ; 

By that face like the sunbeam that peeps thro' the storm. 
Our hopes to encourage, our fears to allay : 

By that dove, dearest Edda, pourtrayed on thy breasi , 
With one smile of assent let Ctedwalhi be blest ! 

Druid chiefs my ^uit befriend, 

While the misietoc I twine. 

Let the saered flume ascend. 

Say, shall Edda’s channs be mine ? 

By the speed of my coursers in hunting: ftnd war, 

Whose Irembling impatience for action J prize; 

By the scythes on my chariot, Jess ilangcrous far 

Than the shafts dearest Edda can dart 1‘roin licr eyes. 
By the groans of the wounded, the shades of the slain, 

1 beseech lliec, dear Edda, to sliortcii my pain ! 

Holy druid chiefs befriend, 

While the misletoe I twine ; 

See the sacred flame ascend , 

Edda must, and shall be mine. 


EDDA TO C/EDWALLA* 

the Answer of on ancient British Duniset in her Teens* 

Chief of thy daring* tribe, with pride f sec 
Those looks, of late so dreadful to the foe. 

Soften to kindness when they bend on me, 

As melts, in cheering spring, the mountain's saow» 

Yes, seek the altars of our warlike sires. 

With r^vVence bend before each hallow'd shrine ; 
Pure be thy passion as their sacred fires, 

And, heaven approving, Edda shall be thine. 
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couKTsnir of the canaille. 

My love’s so like a fine ficlfl-day, no colonr does she lack, 

Ihii , varied as the rainbow gay, she’s straiter in the back ; 
Ilei nose is red, her lips are blue, her chin as green as grass. 
And what of safiron- coloured hue can IlaV ueck surpass. 

My heart how soft ’tis grown, to prove, n^t prisoner 1 take, 
ri) shut him in an imago, love, and burn him for thy sake ; 
Or, should we e’er be put to flight, and savage foes give 
chase, 

ril pierce thy bosom with delight, to save thee from disgrace. 
THE MAIDEN’S REPLY. 

My love, of pilfering Danes the dread, what warrior may 
a l)id(i, 

\ lion’s painted on his head, a dragon decks his side; 

A v\(iir grins lovely on his chest, a serpent twines his arms. 
And captives’ hides, which form nis vest, add softness to’ his 
charms. 

When forth he strides with martial glee, no ^Hiasant dares tp 
laugh, 

lie wears a bull upon eacli knee, a cow ou either calf; 

J know a little Druid’s cell, I know the Druid too, 

And if we ask him, who can tell what gold for us may do ? 
1'hcy say young lovers oft he weds, and, witli a sacred bough, 
Sprinkles cold water on their heads to warm the nuptial vow. 


149. OHANSONETTE DE LA COUR DE HENRI VHP: 

RECITATIVE. 

H firry the Ei,£j;hlli sat pensive in lu» cimlr, 

Aiul (by unachronisnii) «anpf this air. 

Itex Cafif'L 

O dear What will become of me ? 

O dear what shall J do ! 

There’s nobody coming to marry me. 

Nobody coming to woo! 


The IMisIetOp, 
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To Kath'rine of Arragon married, 

I wouldn't have minded a pin, 

In wedlock with her to have tarried, 

But she was too nearly a-kiiK 

O dear what, &c. 

Sweet Boleyne enamoured my fancy, 

She fix’d it one night at a ball ; 

If you ask why I kill’d my poor Nancy, 

^Twas because she was no kin at all. 

O dear what, &c. 

Anne of Cleves from her brother next came, 

But a moment we scarcely were wed. 

When Kate Howard, another new fiame, 

By winning my heart, lost her bead. 

O dear what, Arc. 

Widow Parr,* tho’ not one of the worst, 

Is so very discreet, yet so free ; 

That, unless 1 can bury her first, 

Pm afraid she’ll live longer than me ! 

Then O dear what will become of me, 

O dear what shall 1 do ; 

There’s nobody coming to marry me, 
Nobody coming to woo. 


* Tbi8la<b, w'hose “beauty raised her to a throne, and whose merit 
deserved two better husbandvS,*' wrote and published many Psalms, Prayers, 
Diacourses, <fec. “wherein,^' says the title-page, “the mynde is stirred 
patiently to sulf'er all af&ictions here, to set at naught the vaine prospe- 
ritie of this worlde, and always to long for the everlastjTige felicitee.'* 
She also published several letters ; was not only learned, but a patroness of 
learning, interceding for, and saving the University of Cambridge, when 
an Act passed Co throw all colleges into the king’s disposal. Nicholas 
UdaJ, master of Eton, in his time, says, was then a comm., i thyng to 
see 3 'oung virgins so nmslcd and trained in tho studie of letters, that they 
willingly set aU other pastytne at nought for learning sake.'' 
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150* QUEEN BESS. 

Who made the land with joy abound. 

And bade the merry bells ring rouna, 

While thousands shout to see her crowned? ' 

Elisca. 


Who liv'd the heroine of her time. 

And gain'd a name with which to chime. 

Perhaps you’ll find a better rhyme 

Than. I, sir. 

Who lov’d Lord Essex *bove his peers, 

And cut that head ofi' (tho’ with tears) 

Of which, alive, she box'd the ears ? 

O fie, sir? 

Whose merry maidens fared, with glee. 

On beef and beer, not" toast and tea. 

Whenever hungry they might be, 

Or dry, sir ? 


Who rode on horseback to the coast. 

Infusing valour in that host 

Which gave Spain’s proud Armada’s boast 

The lie, sir. 


Who, not your decent ears to shock. 

Swore that “ by G — she would unfrock 
A bishop, and then give his flock 

A wiser 

Whose policy and envy mean. 

Mix’d up with cruelty and spleen. 

Doom’d Scotia's lovely hapless queen 

To die, sir ? 

Who, in the robes of office clad. 

None but downright good servants had, 

For twice she’d never trust a bad ^ 


Adviser ? 
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Who, tbo* a maid, ’twixt me and you, 

Could speak in Greek and Latin too, 

More than at many a college knew 

A sizer I 

What ccnirt with hers, which could reflect 
That blaze of art, which arms protect, 

By SipNEY, Raleigh, Cecil, deck'd, 

Might vie, sir'’ 

And, climax of a glorious age* 

Who first saw Shakspeare's genuine page 
Give truth and nature to ffetage ? 

Eliza. 


FINALK, 

Ton JS— open*;//?' tn tf>c Denerte) , 

TO MV 8i;U|riliB£Us. 

Your claims to my gratitude how shall I pay. 

Or balance accounts with y<ntv kiii(ine.vs aright, 
To accord with my feelings I i:ttle can say, 

For, justice to do them, expressjoji’s too light ; 
Yet, lest silence might make me ungrateful appear, 
And in friendship’s opinion my sentiments WTong, 

1 have tried jf the Muse 
Her faults may excuse, 

And your kindness endeavour to j>ay with a So^ro. 

May pleasure attend ye wherever ye go. 

And, strangers to care, may ye merrily live ; 

By name may ye only unhappiness know, 

And enjoy ev'ry bliss that Tis heaven’s to give. 
May fruition anticipate every wish. 

May your social enjoyments* be many and long, 
And your lives, till they end. 

May you cheerfully spend. 

And now I am come to the 


£XO OT MY SONG. 



INDEX. 


IASI hWS 




P«i,r 


PMgy 

3 

\ AV ord in ^eftson 

i 

m Hunting Improv^tteCib 

2« 


1 A air Hi torieisi 


27 To my Pldest Son 

W 

) 

1 

2H 1 he Papdy and the Pag© 

To ihy ^eeold $mi 

41 

4 


ib 


1 o il J rt wclJa 

4 

to r alumny 

ib. 

( 

M V Viu 1 r and ( ompaefc 

1 

il lo try Vomig^t Son 

Ib 

i 

D 1 \ ^ int6 

<1 

C olour for Absurdity 


\ 

\llr 1 lid rc«v 

lb 

t ( urr n t M Nally 

lb 


M ! n s ru| li <1 

n 

14 Aritl n > fiUhman 

lb 


I r 1 inflilii n 

1? 

t Lutlx loi t Plidosuphj 

ib 

31 

V [ 

1 1 

♦h Iht Dtlmtante * 

S'! 

1 

s 11 1 n lights i 

14 

17 Wimian 

ib. 

J 

Mill] J 1 Missi Pop 

1> 

1 pitapb 

34 

J 

I r Iv 

to 

I) lealousy 

lb 

t 

H II Ik of *^1 I Eg 

17 

40 biuni* 

hi 

I 

W h-it s in 1 Name > 

lb 

41 ludkatHome 

lb 

1 

1 tti ir\ V u 1 1 « 

Hi 

42 Victoria 

J6 

1 

l)f IT \ lUshiil 

2(t 

4t Nitun 

37 

I 

M s 

>1 

44 Im|ruinptu 

lb 


W ti ri ) 

2’ 1 

4 1 hn Bull 

lb 


n win 1 

J 1 

U s lous 

30 


1 1 M mil if Mm 1 

ib 

4/ Gooil 1 ii mg 

ib 

>} 

(*ii r \ D i ghltr s Birth 

s> 

4 1 To n B >nd 

lb 

4 

r 1 

It 

M Whit to Piy 

40 


I t {.() ) SI 1 Lh< < omet 

T 

} More Last Words 

4i 



sti 1 i riOMs 


1 

( 1 M K ngW ilium 

4- ] 

2( \ orki.li le . 

81 


i. r ittU Isl nd 

n 

27 1 he Mist of August 

84 


J igirdit ( < Paris 

44 

28 I lit PUcin Oarette 

6» 

4 

1] t t]>>i on Isaac Bead 

4 

X) IJtnm Brulgiii Idcry 

Ot 


1 ) I in the Otcln 

tb 

ju Pr( tts ind Brown 

87 

( 

11 lo 

47 

1 1 pitui h on n MUtr 

ib 

7 

riK Man, tbt B ^ and the Ass 48 

Alw 1)8 W tli mu 

ib 

n 

a IK . , 

lb 

t 1 pitaph on 1 gly Beauty 

88 

i 

\j 1 1 n V for i son 3 , 

ro 

11 Tht Irish Dud 

jIk. 

31 ) Omni 1 \ iitic \moj 

r« 

1 Munfo 

69 

1 

Till in Horn 

2 

% Abtreromi It 

70 

1 

I lu III irL )f a Sailor 

ib 

17 Peter Pullhaul 

7i 

H My ( 

'"i 

18 lucso 

72 

14 

V 1 ne nd in i Bottle . 


Jl Hag of Aails 

ib 

1 

( hirl y Is no More 

lb 

40 tlphabcticai Gos&ip 

73 

K 

^ it n nc frcL than Welcome 

6A 

41 SplulhtMs 

74 

17 T hi Ntgr > # 

.0 

42 MtiUv 

7^ 

m Cupd an In hmiip 

lb 

4J Ft v an 1 CnpoB 

70 

10 

1 ron thf VUinn of a Blue 

n 

44 trinh Me Uoy 

77 

2) Or4 in ot Na\nl Artillery 

ib 

4A Pistaioriii PretontiKms 

7R 

>1 

Bub and Kitty 

58 

46 Da Ids Mamniy* and Winuy 

r* 

1 1 

Gretna 

W 

47 Poll Of* Wapplng Stairs 

m 

21 

1 wo LawvtiH 

lb 

48 Nature will Ps^^ail 

fji 

4 

Tug ' Jug Jug 

00 

40 AlU Well 

ib 

>r 

Ihcatrical ^oIUo^gpaw 

ei 

50 Bow C hurth Bells 

02 







Al tBiUM 

Pagv- 

88 

99 finwntss of Fancy 

84 

99 Hl» EUen 

86 

AA’>CMpt4dtt ftaUhrty 

80 

i Biihof^t Ptoof 

lb. 

AIA Tempib of ITanry • 

tb. 


ib. 

hO My Beautiful WM 

87 

’ Af The Eadseman . 

ib. 

A0 TheCfthha Boy 

ib. 

€3 The Coyanatioii . 

ill. 

«2 The i^a'ant . 

90 

A Conundrum 

91 

M Beform 

92 

W iThe Lay of the Last Lobster 

SO 

The Enamoured Quaher . 

9ft 

0 Talent 

90 

Aid To Mr« BhoObridge 

9H 

W Hope % 

, 99 

70 JliepureBoV Invitation '' 

lb. 

Tl Olovanni's invitation 

100 

79 llmvo atm Glory « 

lb. 

^ Thfc Tragptfy 

Kd 

74 Parody on fsaliel 

h. 

76 Pestle and Mortar . 

Jbl 

73 Sir Sidney Smtth 

ib 

77 Epitaph on Four C sband> 

104 

79 The Comet . 

ih. 

79 TheInvflMon 

” ' 

90 Love niul rime 

ib. 

$l Single Marrici uid Marrlerl 

Happy 

lf*0 

B® Faint tlteart nCe uu, dec 

ib 

88 Naval Promotion 

1 )7 

04 RaHoc^l Mirth 

ib. 

m KAtional Felicity 


86 Polacca 

h 

«7 What a Pity 


88 Hum pi., y Clinker . 

KW 

,89 Mercy , 

no 

90 Hepniie 

!b. 

93 tiv ^ance 

Ill 

92 T he Dream 

ib. 

08 llfie Fox and Crow 

ib. 

Th** Merry Ho*b . 

112 

' 86 True AiKbetloa 

ib. 

99 Lmeand Latin 

313 

97 Mr, spjSggs 

ib. 

^ Mt Daiby Kelly 

114 

99 Toba^* Orog, and Flip ^ 

116 

avOBoiMtofWt 

HR 


Pagf 

101 Laughing Song IK? 

m British Sailor . 117 

303 The Manlau . IIU 

304 Tom Slrady lb. 

105 Weddings . . . 110 

106 Michael Kelly - . 120 

107 The Long Bow . lb. 

lOtf The World . . 122 

109 The Bard of Poor Jade . »b. 

110 Shelah’s t'onfmion . 12J 

111 Thee trital F und . ib. 

112 Sambplirem . 1-4 

IJO Stourhead . .1^5 

114 The Miiffm Man . ib 

lie The Steam Vacht . .1-7 

116 The Dinner , 120 

117 The King wd the People • 

118 Tom Cal . - ftj- 

3j9 Ptt’pshv'ii ► Idi 

ll30 Cha» fey Lavell . UJ 

ISl 1 *4f Newspaper . 134 

122 Morbid ^nudiility . . I’W 

lj,< The Baron ami his D aught er »l>. 
124 1 >6 

1*A 1 I maljc I{eiT'»*iiweni e . IJO 
{ IfK >mtan(y . 141 

V Dncf . . ib 

12« • * live Mar’'ia/'eof Mjss Tooguc 142 

!-**> f OM am* Pol I US' . * lb 

l.;o J lit /* s jj-nation ib. 

I'l j mil inn I Win ty Puppet Show's ib. 
I|. riu 1 u< nU iti ill ( rivc IH 

1 "i' for Mr. Braham . ib. 

Ill Ih Pmnlv . . 14'i 

’ 2' '3 he ’Urd . jb. 

I'W A Soldier’s Life . 14C 

1 17 Because she was Poor 147 

IdO The Gilded Pill ih. 

1*19 T’ntro Nouh , ib. 

uo r ibol . ib. 

241 M’uinim's Approsrl ib. 

142 Love, Debt, end Liquor . 149 

143 Colour of the Sea * . ib. 

j»44 My riiOiCP . » 150 

145 1 he Las'' f ir a Sailor . ib. 

346 (ireat < oats and Spencers . 151 

147 Institution of the Magdalen ih. 

148 Ancient British Courtship • 164 

149 Henry Vtll. ^ . 15“? 

160 Queen Boss » 157 

Finale . , .158 


Jv aili r, Ailard* rrmtars, SerthdavBW Clete. 








